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CHAPTER I. 

THE AUTHOR INTRODUCES HIMSELF TO THE READER. 

|H£R£ are few tasks more unpleasant than for an 
author to introduce himself to his reader. In 
ray own case it is almost painful ; for although 
few people are more perfectly free from any misfortune of 
the kind than I am, I am accused of labouring under a 
mental infirmity. I, a perfectly sane man, have already 
been confined in one private asylum for the insane for five 
long years, and when at last I escaped from it, it was merely 
to enjoy a week's liberty, and then to be again incarcerated 
— though, perhaps, that may be considered too strong a term 
to use towards those, including my dear wife, who, under 
error, have deprived me of my personal liberty, yet who 
have treated me all the time with the greatest kindness 
and consideration. 

Although I protested my sanity in the most earnest man- 
ner to those who held me under restraint, not one word nor 
thought which was not in perfect conformity with calmness 
and intelligence escaped me during my residence in Shirley 
Hall Asylum. And yet I cannot blame those under whose 
charge I was placed for holding a disbelief of my sanity. 
All the different monomaniacs who, during my residence 
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2 SraRLEY HALL ASYLUM. 

there, were my companions in misfortune, protested as 
eagerly as I did against the injustice they imagined them- 
selves subjected to ; and this they did evidently with full 
conviction that they had reason on their side. I am 
bound, however, to admit that there was not one among 
them who was not most judiciously, either for his own 
interest or that of the community at large, deprived of a 
considerable portion of his personal liberty, so clearly was 
the fact of his partial insanity established in my eyes. 

Again, I cannot in conscience blame those of my family 
who placed jne under restraint for any intentional unkind- 
ness or injustice. Looking back on my career, especially 
during the two years previous to their interference with my 
personal liberty, I am willing to admit that to those not well 
acquainted with my inventions and the certainty of my 
being able to carry them out had my pecuniary means been 
equal to my ability, my conduct might have presented a 
sXxong prima facie proof of incapacity to manage my own 
affairs. Indeed, this may so much have been the case, as 
perfectly to justify them in the eyes of the world. More 
than this, I am quite willing to admit that before they took 
proceedings against me, three-fourths of the small fortune I 
once possessed had vanished. To them, of course, my dear 
wife and child appeared to be on the verge of ruin. Pro- 
bably they were so ; for it is doubtful whether the remainder 
of my possessions would not have fallen short, and then I 
should have been unable to carry my designs to that point 
from which I could have obtained remunerative return. 

You will doubtless inquire, gentle reader, why I did not 
explain my invention to some friend capable of understand- 
ing it, and through his means obtain the capital necessary 
for its completion. I could easily have done so, had not 
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my invention opened the way to certain projects, which, in 
other hands, might have led to terrible consequences. Even 
in my own hands it frightened me. After all, I am some- 
times inclined to believe that my confinement was the bene- 
ficent act of a Divine Providence to keep me from ambitions, 
which might, at last, have placed me in an antagonistic 
position to the Deity himself. It thus prevented me from 
committing a deed of presumptuous blasphemy, which might 
have brought on me a punishment not less terrible, and as 
well deserved, as that inflicted on the enemy of mankind 
and his fallen angels. 

On glancing my eye over the few lines I have written, I 
cannot help suspecting, reader, that you have already begun 
to entertain a doubt of my sanity. Indeed, you do me an 
injustice ; I am not mad. Have yet a little patience, and 
I will prove it. Before proceeding further in the task I 
have set myself, let me, unreservedly, give you a short sketch 
of my own history, and then judge of me as you please. 
I have little fear of your verdict, for you will decide honour- 
ably, I am sure ; and if I once make clear the fact of my 
sanity, you will have greater faith, I trust, in the recital of 
my singular adventures during my sojourn in the asylum. 

To begin then. My father held an appointment in the 
East India Company's service for many years.- He married 
while he was in India, and I was the only child of that union. 
When I was about four years of age my father's term of 
service expired, and we all left India for England. He 
established himself in a town on the southern coast, and I 
was brought up, under his own immediate superintendence, 
at a school in the neighbourhood. When I had attained my 
eighteenth year, my father sent me to Oxford, preparatory 
to entering me as a student of law in the Temple, for which 
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profession he had a strong predilection. My own taste 
was not consulted, or I should have chosen the profes- 
sion of a civil engineer, as I had always had a great love 
for the study of natural philosophy, and had, for a young 
man, made considerable progress in it I candidly believe 
it was the vocation for which nature had designed me. 

After I had taken my degree at Oxford, I entered ear- 
nestly on the study of the law. My father placed me for 
two years with a special pleader, and, although I had little 
love for the study, I conscientiously believe that I did my 
teacher no discredit. The ye^ before I was called to the 
bar my mother died. She had been a great invalid for 
some years, and although her death greatly shocked me, it 
did not take either my father or myself by surprise ; for we 
had been for some months almost daily expecting it. 

The year following that of my call to the bar, my father 
died suddenly of apoplexy. At the time of his death he was 
not rich, although he had been in the enjoyment of a good 
income for many years. He left me a trifle more than eight 
thousand pounds, which I immediately invested in Indian 
bonds. I then determined to live scrupulously within my 
income, looking to my being able to meet any expenditure 
beyond the interest to which I was entitled, by the money 
I might make in my profession. 

Although I still continued at the bar, I made a sort of 
compromise with the profession which I should have chosen, 
had I been permitted to follow my own inclination. I 
determined to confine myself to the law of patents ; and by 
studying it assiduously, I not only obtained considerable 
lucrative employment, but got a great insight into me- 
chanics and chemistry at the same time. 

When I was about twenty-seven years of age, I married 
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a young lady of good family, but portionless. She had, 
however, been well and economically brought up. Al- 
though we had two children, a girl and a boy, which 
naturally increased our expenses, we still continued to live 
considerably within our income. 

After I had been married about eight years, I was pros- 
trated by a fever. From being neglected at its outset, it 
terminated in a severe attack of typhus. I was for some 
weeks delirious. When I recovered my senses, I found a 
great change in my dear wife. She was incessantly bursting 
into tears, and frequently, when she imagined I was asleep, 
she appeared almost broken-hearted. I imagined that this 
arose from her anxiety and exhaustion in watching me. 
She had, I was informed, nursed me night and day, and the 
air and confinement of the sick-chamber now began to tell 
upon her. Great as was my sorrow at the change in her 
appearance, it increased the intense love I bore her ; and, 
weak as my mind still was, I now looked on her with feelings 
little short of adoration. Fearing she might be attacked by 
the disease, I begged of her to leave me, more especially 
as the dangerous crisis had passed, and she had now no 
longer any reason to be anxious. The children, I found, 
had been removed to a friend's house to be out of the way 
of danger ; and I proposed that she should join them, if only 
for a week or ten days, till her health and spirits should be 
somewhat improved. My advice was useless ; she thanked 
me for the suggestion, but positively declined to follow it. 
Indeed, my request, which I repeated more than once, had 
the effect of calling forth such floods of tears, that I gave 

* 

up the attempt, and allowed her to remain without any 
further objection on my pan. 

One morning, when I keenly felt that peculiar prostra- 
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tion which is so frequent in the first stages of recovery 
from a severe attack of fever, I heard the doctor's knock at 
the door. Unwilling to be questioned by him at the time, 
a childish determination came over me to pretend to be 
asleep. A few minutes afterwards I heard him enter the 
room with my wife. On perceiving that I apparently lay in 
slumber, they spoke together in a whisper, the doctor simply 
asking questions relative to my state of health, and my wife 
giving a description of my progress since his last visit. 
Presently they conversed in a lower tone, indeed so low a 
tone that I could hardly make out the subject of their con- 
versation. One thing, however, I could clearly understand. 
My wife was sobbing bitterly, while the doctor was appa- 
rently trying to console her. At last he inquired in a some- 
what louder tone — 

" Is he aware of it yet ? " 

" Oh no," said my wife. " I dare not mention it to him. 
It would kill him if I did. I have a very difficult task, 
though, to keep it firom him, for when I think of the terrible 
misery which awaits him, I cannot restrain my feelings. On 
two or three occasions I feared he was on the point of 
detecting me." After a few more remarks the doctor took 
his leave. 

It would be difficult to describe the state of feeling in 
which I found myself when he had gone. Though alone in 
the room, and perfectly aware of the fact, I did not open 
my eyes. I lay there motionless as a corpse, and tried to 
persuade myself I was asleep. I did not even attempt to 
arouse myself. I think I tried to believe that I was under 
a delusion. This artificial stupor I continued to keep up for 
some minutes, but at last I was obliged to awake to the 
sad realities of life. I then thought as dearly as I could 
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over what I had heard. Even then, not one thought'dis- 
respectful to my dear wife crossed my mind, although the 
few sentences I had caught might have justified such a 
suspicion. That some terrible misfortune hung over me 
I was certain; and, as I am not of a disposition to 
shirk for any length of time a danger which in the 
end I must meet, I determined that, as soon as my wife 
entered the room, I would question her on the subject, 
and not rest till I 'knew what particular sorrow awaited me. 

A few minutes afterwards she entered. 

" Are you awake, dear ? " she said, as she approached 
the bed with a painful artificial smile on her face. " The 
doctor has just been here ; but he would not let me dis- 
turb you, as you were fast asleep at the time. He says 
you are going on quite as well as he could expect, and he 
has no doubt he will soon be able to pronounce you con- 
valescent." 

" I was perfectly well aware of his visit, Mary," I replied ; 
'' and heard, if not all, at least so mucli of the conversation . 
between him and you that I must hear more. Sit down by 
the bedside, dearest, and tell me all the truth. Whatever 
it may be, believe me, I have strength of mind sufficient to 
bear it." 

Mary at first appeared astonished and frightened, but, 
quickly recovering herself, she did as I requested. Having 
placed herself beside my pillow, she took my hand in hers, 
and then told me, in a voice broken by her sobs, the terrible 
^ct that my little daughter had also been seized by the 
same fever that I had suffered from, and had succumbed in 
a few days to the disease. 

Unless, reader, you could know how fondly I loved that 
dear child, it would be useless on my part to attempt t 
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make you understand my feelings when I fully realised the 
dreadful intelligence. My heart seemed crushed by it. 
Weak and helpless, I lay there and wept like a loving 
woman over the dead body of her first-bom. The shock 
was too great for my strength, and the fever returned. 
Delirium came on shortly afterwards ; but while it harassed 
the little strength I had left, it had also the grateful effect 
of shutting out the world from me while I was under its 
influence. Thanks to a naturally good constitution ; 
thanks, a thousand times more thanks, to the unremitting 
attention and care of my dear wife ; and thanks more than 
all, to the merciful decree of a God of mercy, I recovered, 
though miserably slowly. 

After I got out of bed, it was many weeks before I left my 
room, and it was some months more before I was able to 
leave the house. Painfully, both to mind and body, did 
health return to me. When I had recovered a little strength 
a singular phenomenon generally occurred, which brought 
on so painful a depression of spirits that I soon lost the 
slight advantage I had gained. While stretched on my 
easy-chair, supported by pillows, my little fair-haired girl 
continually appeared as though standing at my knee ; her 
clear-blue eye watched me intently, and a smile was on her 
sweet angel face, such as she might ];iave worn in Paradise. 
The moment I gazed at her she vanished. The grief this 
caused me told on my health for some days afterwards. 

At last I was able to leave the house. I made an attempt 
to occupy myself again with my profession, but my strength 
was not equal to my will. I then determined on following 
the advice of my medical attendant, to the effect that 
during my convalescence, and, in fact, till my health was 
thoroughly established, I should reside quietly at the sea- 
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side, keeping my mind in the meantime as undisturbed as 
possible. With some little difRculty, we discovered at a 
short distance from a fashionable watering-place a cottage 
which was to let This we engaged, and in a few days, 
with my wife and son, I was settled in it. My health 
here gradually improved. In a few weeks I was able 
without difficulty to walk some distance from the house. 
In my rambles my wife and son generally accompanied me ; 
indeed, their society was almost a necessity to me, to 
prevent my thoughts running on the terrible loss I had sus- 
tained. My leisure hours I filled up with attending to the 
education of my son ; this was to me both an occupation 
and an amusement. I was especially anxious to instruct 
him well in my old hobby, natural philosophy, and as 
Edgar also seemed to have as good natural faculties for the 
study as I possessed myself, in a very short time he made 
considerable progress. He was naturally quick, and liked 
study, and was altogether a good, tractable boy. 

One rainy day, whilst amusing himself in a lumber-room 
at the top of a house which we inhabited, he found an air- 
gun. He was naturally much surprised at its singular con- 
struction, and brought it down-stairs that I might explain 
it to him. I readily did so, and showed him the way to 
charge it. I could not do it myself, however, as the instru- 
ment requisite to condense the air was wanting. Edgar 
immediately set to search for it in the lumber-room, and in 
a little time succeeded. The rain having subsided, we 
immediately commenced operations, and amused ourselves 
by repeatedly loading and discharging it. 

Klnowing, as I am convinced that I did, the principles on 
which it acted, I was much surprised, when thinking ove- 
the subject in the evening, at the singular results the el 
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ticity of the liberated air produced. The more I reflected 
on the subject the more extraordinary it appeared. How 
was it, that, with the small amount of muscular power I had 
used to charge it, such strange effects could be produced ? 
How was it that the mechanical power employed in eject- 
ing the balls in succession was so much greater than the 
force used to charge the gun? 

I slept little that night, for I could not drive the subject 
from my mind. The next morning, immediately after 
breakfast, I called Edgar, and we again went through our 
experiments. I calculated as correctly as I could the 
amount of muscular force requisite to charge the gun, and 
then the amount of momentum requisite to carry the balls 
the distance they were thrown. I threw them by the 
hand, but of course the distance they reached was not one 
fiftieth part of that to which they were propelled by con- 
densed air. I made every allowance for the loss of power 
in the arm, and every other contingency which presented 
itself at the time to my mind, or which on reflection I could 
conjure up, but still the increase of force obtained over the 
amount of force used to obtain it appeared inexplicable. 

Day after day I thought over this phenomenon, and 
many were the experiments I made, without once being 
able to find a flaw in my theory. Again I reflected, if this 
enormous increase of force could be obtained by condensing 
the atmospheric air in the chamber of the air-gun, why 
could not a similar law in mechanics be applied to some 
grand motive-power, some magnificent invention to benefit 
mankind, instead of being employed as an instrument of 
destruction. At last I determined, if possible, to apply 
to some good use the motive-power I had discovered ; and, 
after due reflection, I resolved that it should be to purposes 



THE AUTHOR INTRODUCES HIMSELF. 1 1 

of navigation. If I succeeded in the plan I proposed, it 
would supersede steam, with all its cumbrous appliances 
of water, fuel, and heat ; a vast amount of manual labour 
might also be saved, as well as an immense economy of 
space — an invaluable thing in navigation, especially in long 
voyages. All danger from fire, perhaps the most terrible in 
steam-ships, would be avoided. 

I now diligently set to work to complete my plans. I 
invented a vessel with a round broad bow. I took the 
breast of a swan as my model for form. In the centre of 
this, I constructed a funnel-shaped tube, conducting to an 
instrument at once a receiver and condenser. Above the 
receiver was the cylinder, which received the liberated air 
from the condenser, and thereby worked the piston-rod. 
This was the most difficult and expensive portion of my 
labours. The funnel bad to be placed horizontally in the 
bows, and I was obliged to have my condenser on a level 
with it, so that I was unable to work with a screw, as I 
wished to do, both for economy and convenience, and had 
to content myself with paddles. 

I have not yet spoken of the manner in which I proposed 
to raise my motive-power for the primary condensation of the 
air. As the vessel would rise on the crest of the wave, the 
impetus it would acquire in its fall would drive the air with 
sufficient force through the funnel into the condenser ; so 
that, in two or three successive falls, the air would be suffi- 
ciently compressed to create on its expansion a power 
vastly superior to that used in its condensation, as shown 
in the air-gun. This power would, of course, be amply 
sufficient to move the piston-rod, and the stronger the wind 
and the waves should be against me, the greater would be 
the power I should obtain. 
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I now commenced building my boat ; but as an inven- 
tion of the kind was too valuable to throw away wantonly, 
I determined to take out a patent to protect myself. This 
I accomplished at a very considerable expense. I did not, 
it is true, patent the whole of my plans, but only some of 
the mechanical movements, without which it would be im- 
possible for any one to succeed in imitating my systerau My 
boat, also, which was about twelve tons burthen, cost me 
considerably more than I had anticipated. The machinery 
also was not only very expensive, but so frequently re- 
quired alterations made in it, that the original estimatq 
was at last more than doubled. Agam I had to protect 
myself by other patents, as I found fresh alterations were 
required, and these also increased my expenses ; so that by 
the time my boat was completed, what with the builder's 
account, machinery, and patents, the whole cost was not 
less than two thousand pounds. A considerable portion of 
this expense I concealed from my wife, but still she was 
aware of so much of it as made her, on more than one 
occasion, express herself in stronger terms of disapprobation 
than I had hitherto ever heard her make use of. 

At last my boat was finished, and I longed intensely for 
her trial trip. A favourable opportunity soon occurred ; a 
strong breeze sprang up from the south-west, and raised a 
rather heavy sea — ^in fact, such a one as I had anticipated 
was necessary for the success of my experiment. I had 
great difficulty in getting any one to assist in manning her ; 
but at last I succeeded in finding two young sailors, who 
said they would undertake it if well paid, adding that they 
had little to fear, as they were excellent swimmers. I was 
rather annoyed at this remark, as it implied the possibility 
of danger; but I concealed my displeasure as well as I could. 
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I had moored the boat at a short distance from the shore, 
but I hired another to put my sailors on board. At last the 
anchor was weighed, and an attempt was made to bring the 
boat's head to the wind. Unfortunately, I soon found out 
that although my knowledge of mechanics might assist me 
on some occasions, my skill in ship-building was most faulty. 

The boat would not keep her head to the wind for a 
moment, but invariably fell into the trough of the sea, 
broadside first Of course, all my effort was useless ; so I 
again cast anchor, and then determined on waiting till I got 
my impetus first, and as soon as I was certain the air was 
sufficiently condensed, to slip my cable, and stand out to 
sea. The plan was adopted, but this experiment was 
as unsuccessful as the former ; for I found, when she lifted 
on the crest of the wave, that one of her paddles invariably 
overbalanced her, and, as before, her beam first touched 
the water, so that the power I wished to gain was lost See- 
ing this, I determined on relinquishing my experiments for 
that day, and, at my leisure, I would think coolly on the 
way to avoid failure for the future. I must say that when 
I presented myself to my dear wife that evening, I wore a 
somewhat downcast expression, but she had the good heart 
and sound sense to make no remark whatever on the failure 
of my experiment 

I now attempted to remedy the faults in the construction oi 
my boat I did away with the paddle-wheel, and in its place 
adapted a screw in the best manner I could. This was 
also a considerable expense to me, as almost the whole of 
my machinery had to be remodelled; and a new patent 
which I had to take out to protect my interest in the new 
adaptation increased the amount enormously. 

I will not describe my second experiment — suffice it to 
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say that it was as unsuccessful as the fonner. I now dis- 
covered that the cause of my failure was the small size of 
my boat ; it was clear no craft under two hundred tons 
would succeed. Its rounded form in the bows was also 
an objection, at least, if it were as round as I had deter- 
mined on in the model. The machinery, I am sure, would 
have acted admirably in a proper-built vessel. 

Misfortune too frequently breeds ridicule, and so it was 
in my case. I was now so assailed with jeers and absurd 
remarks on the ill-success of my experiments that my 
patience gave way under it. I therefore determined to . 
give up for the time any further attempts at ship-building ; 
so I quitted my cottage, and returned to London with my 
wife and child. 

I now attempted to devote my time exclusively to the 
practice of my profession, but I found it impossible. The 
knowledge of the tremendous discovery I had made per- 
petually haunted me, upbraiding me with my folly in not 
giving it to the world, for, by so doing, I would increase 
both my reputation and my fortune. I could now calmly 
look at my former failure, and perfectly understood 
the cause. To commence again on such a scale as was 
necessary to ensure success was far beyond my pecuniary 
means, and I determined to turn my thoughts to some 
other plan of utilising the power I had discovered. An 
idea, and a perfectly practicable one, soon presented itself, 
unencumbered by the many difficulties I had met with 
in the construction of my boat. I now determined to 
apply the power to impelling locomotive engines on 
ordinary railways. I was certain of success; and I im- 
mediately commenced, unknown to my wife, the construc- 
tion of my working model. 
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It would be useless to explain all the mechanical arrange- 
ments in my newly-invented locomotive engine — suffice it to 
say that they were to a certain extent identical with the fun- 
nel-shaped apparatus mentioned in my former experiment. 
Day after day I was occupied in watching the construction 
of my model, and night after night I reflected on the pro- 
gress made during the day, and considered what portions 
of the work should be gone on with on the morrow. All 
went on well until about a fortnight before the experiment 
was to be made, when arose a hitherto unforeseen difficulty 
which I had not for a moment calculated on. If the 
momentum increased in proportion to the amount of 
atmospheric resistance it met with in its passage, how 
should I be able to stop the engine when once it had 
acquired a considerable velocity ? 

This difficulty so startled me, that I immediately gave 
orders to stop the construction of the working model. 
Day and night did I study how I could overcome 
this difficulty, but without success; on the contrary, it 
became the greater the more I studied the question. While 
thinking on the subject, the remark of Archimedes was per- 
petually presenting itself to my mind — " If he had but a 
fulcrum for his lever he could move the world." Here 
appeared to me both the fulcrum and the lever, and more 
than both, combined in my invention. It was tremen- 
dous. What it would lead to it was impossible to imagine. 
By economising my force, instead of wasting it, I could 
quadruple it ; if this again were used, and the same result 
obtained, which would be a certainty, and that again in- 
creased in an equal proportion, what at last would it 
arrive at, especially with the extraordinary knowledge of 
mechanics p>ossessed by the present generation ? 
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I now applied myself more closely than ever to the study 
of the question, and its difficulties increased in proportion 
to the attention I gave it. At last, I was almost inclined to 
think that it was too vast for human imagination to compass, 
and was on the point of relinquishing it when suddenly the 
whole matter appeared to me in so clear a light, and all its 
tremendous combinations were placed so perfectly before 
me, that I almost trembled at the power that appeared to be 
put in my hands. It was now in the most perfect manner 
clear to me how these forces might be accumulated till 
they reached the Infinite. Some occult voice whispered 
in my ear that my power was such that I could place myself 
in antagonism to the Deity himself. I need hardly say 
that this terrible blasphemy caused me the most exquisite 
pain. I grieved for my sin night and day. I prayed 
earnestly that I might be relieved from the power I pos- 
sessed, and that the knowledge of it might fade from my 
memory ; but all in vain — ^it still haunted me. Satan him- 
self seemed to be incorporated in me, and told me how 
I could accomplish the destruction of the universe. I 
fought against the idea, but uselessly ; and I was on the 
jwint of escaping from it by the lesser sin of self-destruction. 
This also I strove to avoid, and to that end I prayed 
incessantly. In my office, in the streets, in bed, at my 
meals, a prayer was always on my lips. My dear wife and 
my friends perceived my terrible distress of mind, but 
they knew not the cause. They wrongly attributed it 
to a disturbed brain, and took steps to put me under 
restraint. More than once I was on the point of explaining 
ever}'thing to them, in order to pro\'e that I was not insane ; 
but, if my secret were known, I dreaded whether some other 
might not apply the power I possessed, and the effect might 



THE AUTHOR INTRODUCES HIMSELF. l^ 

then be as terrible as if I had used it m3rself. I therefore 
resolved to sacrifice myself for the benefit of the world, and 
submit quietly to the restraint they wished to put upon 
me. I did so, and the result was my confinement in Shirley 
Hall Asylum. 

I have now, reader, given you a sketch of my history, 
and my invention, as far as prudence will allow me. Let 
me now ask you the question, but pray answer me candidly 
— ^Am I mad ? 




CHAPTER IL 

MY FIRST DAY IN THE ASYLUM. 

|HEN my wife and friends had decided that I was 
incapable of managing my own affairs (a decision 
confirmed by the Commissioners of Lunacy), I 
was first placed, for a short time^ in the house of a 
medical friend who had had considerable experience in 
insane cases, but who was now engaged in general practice. 
I was, however, merely to reside with him until some 
definite arrangements could be made with the proprietors 
of a highly respectable private asylum, which was situated 
in one of the midland counties. This establishment, 
known as Shirley Hall Asylum, consisted of two branches, 
carried on in two separate houses in the same grounds. 
In the one those who were confirmed lunatics were con- 
fined j in the other, those who were only in a slight degree 
deranged, or, as in my own supposed case, only harmless, 
but otherwise rational, monomaniacs. Although within 
the same grounds, the two establishments were carefully 
separated from each other by a high brick wall ; and, with 
the exception of a door for the use of the doctor, which was 
always kept locked, there was no communication between 
them. The proprietor resided in London, but visited the 
establishment frequently. The general superintendence was 
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intnisted to an assistant-physician, a Dr. Meadows, who re- 
sided with his wife and two children in the wmg of the 
house set apart for those whose malady was of the lighter 
description. More than half his time, however, was spent 
in the other building. He was a talented, amiable man, and 
treated those whose misfortunes had placed them under his 
care with the greatest skill, kindness, and consideration. 

The house in which I was to reside with the less afflicted 
patients had formerly been the dwelling of a family of wealth 
and importance. It was of great size — I should say, without 
exaggeration, that it contained fifty or sixty rooms, without 
counting the offices. Considerable alteration, however, had 
had to be effected before it could be used for its present pur- 
pose. The windows, without anything apparently different 
from those in general use, were found on a close exami- 
nation to open only from the top, and then only so little 
as that no poor creature could commit self-destruction 
by throwing himself out Five rooms had been thrown 
into one to form a dining-room, and the drawing-room 
had also been veiy considerably enlarged. The furniture 
throughout the house was solid, simple, and good, and 
everything was kept in a state of perfect order and clean- 
liness. 

Although the hotise was approached from the high road, 
there was no view of it either from the ground or first floor 
windows, in consequence of the high wall which encircled 
the whole establishment On the second floor there was 
an extended view over a large common, on which the 
soldiers of an in£aintiy regiment quartered in the neighbour- 
ing town were frequently exercised. On the upper floor, 
all the partitions between the bedrooms in front of the 
house had been removed, so as to form a long corridor, for 
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the exercise of the patients in cold or wet weather. In the 
back attics was a row of sleeping rooms for the servants of 
the estabhshment. A small wing, which had been added to 
the house after it had been built, was appropriated entirely 
to Dr. Meadows and his family, as I have said. 

I arrived at the asylum about four o'clock one fine 
summer afternoon, and was introduced to Dr. Meadows. 
The reception he gave me was that of a courteous host 
receiving a welcome guest. His manner was kind and 
gentlemanly, and this pleaded me the more, because I feared 
I should find here that detestable affected tone of supe- 
riority occasionally adopted by those in charge of asylums 
of the kind. '' You will find us, I trust/' he said, " if a 
secluded, at least a contented family ; and, I am happy 
to say, that we have not one at our table who has not been 
brought up in good society. We meet together every day 
at dinner — that is a rule of the house ; at breakfast we are 
not so particular j still I like to see my friends about me 
before nine o'clock, if possible^ as we then meet for family 
prayers." 

I asked him if there were many in the house. " Not 
many," he said ; '' we have several vacancies at present I 
have been very fortunate lately in my cures, and I hope 
soon to restore more than one of my patients to their friends 
in a perfectly sane state. Let me now," he continued, 
" show you your bedroom. We dine at five o'clock, but 
the servant will inform you when dinner is ready." 

My bedroom was somewhat small, though neat. It was in 
perfect order, and its arrangements pleased me greatly in 
every respect. After the dobtor had left me, I attempted 
calmly to think over my position. If I should like my 
fellow-companions in misfortune, I had little to grieve for. 
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True, I was separated from my wife and son, but they had 
promised to take lodgings in the neighbouring town, as 
soon as my residence in London was disposed of, so that 
I might then see them frequendy. I must also acknow- 
ledge that I felt a certain security in my new abode. It 
was impossible for me now to pursue the studies which 
had caused me so much unhappiness, even to the prejudice 
of body and soul. If I could not obtain the means of 
making my models, I felt I should be safe, as it was im- 
possible for me to describe in words the mechanical 
combinations necessary to carry out my terrible secret. I 
now knew I could not possess that which perpetually 
tempted me, and which yet I trembled to be master of. 
The feeling of security I now enjoyed had something 
almost delightful in it; and after I had completed my 
simple toilet, I sat down on a chair by my bedside, and 
luxuriated in the thought of my perfect safety. 

I was at last disturbed in my reverie by some one knock- 
ing at my door. It was one of the male attendants, who 
had been sent to inform me that dinner had been on the 
table more than a quarter of an hour. ''Dr. Meadows, 
sir, forgot to tell me you were here, or I should have called 
you sooner," said he. He then conducted me down- 
stairs to the dining-room, where I found the other patients 
assembled; Dr. Meadows presiding at the head of the 
table. " I beg your pardon," he said, " for having forgotten 
you. Pray, be seated. I will introduce you to our friends 
when dinner is over." I did as I was requested; but 
although apparently occupied with my meal, I was in reality 
engaged in studpng the countenances of those who were 
for some dme to come to be my companions. Although I 
found there were ten patients present, they were all, with 
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two exceptions, gentlemen, and these, as stated by Dr. 
Meadows, had evidently been used to good society. 

Of those who most particularly attracted my attention 
among the gentlemen the first was a clergyman, a man between 
forty and fifty years of age. He was certainly a remarkably 
handsome, fine-looking man. I gazed at him attentively 
for some time, wondering what phase of insanity his might 
be ; for I never saw a countenance more clear, intelligent, 
or unembarrassed than his, and his manner and language 
perfectly corresponded with it. I had myself but little con- 
versation with him, for he that day occupied the foot of the 
table — Mrs. Meadows being absent owing to indisposition. 
The second was a man who talked fluently and well on almost 
every subject that was discussed. His conversation was prin- 
cipally carried on with the doctor. They had got on politics, 
of which the patient seemed to know a great deal more than 
the man of science. This I afterwards found was easily 
accounted for, as Mr. Robinson had been for many years 
a public press-writer of considerable celebrity. The third 
was a dandified little man, of, perhaps, forty years of age. 
Although carefully, and at the same time exceedingly well 
dressed, yet he appeared the only one among us of whom 
it was doubtful whether he was entitled to be regarded as a 
gentleman. He conversed principally with the ladies, with 
whom, however, he appeared to be in little favour ; and from 
the remarks I heard from him, I was not surprised that he 
stood no higher in their good opinions than he did. The 
ladies seemed both well-educated women, who had evidently 
been used to excellent society, and both carried with them 
its tone and manner. 

There was, however, no one present whose appearance and 
manner pleased me more than those of my neighbour imme* 
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diately opposite. So much was this the case, that I much 
regretted I had not occupied the vacant chair which stood 
by his side, instead of the one on which I was seated. He, 
moreover, belonged to my own profession — ^the bar ; but, 
although esprit de corpt might have had something to do 
with the predisposition I had in his favour, it was rather 
a certain amiability of manner and countenance that drew 
me to him. He was litde more than forty years of age, 
but he wore on his miid intelligent face an expression of 
placid sorrow, which at first sight made him appear to me 
older than that. We conversed together a great deal. In 
his language and manner there was not the slightest taint 
of insanity; on the contrary, I do not remember a man 
whose conversation and ideas were more lucid. 

When dinner was over, Mr. Beauchamp, the clergyman, 
returned thanks to the Almighty for our repast ; and the 
ladies left us. As soon as they were gone, I determined on 
moving to the other side of the table, that I might talk more 
at ease with my new acquaintance. I seated myself in 
the vacant chair by his side. He had not noticed my 
approach, being apparently absorbed in his own thoughts ; 
but no sooner had I seated myself than his demeanour 
changed in a moment. He sprung from his seat, and 
putting his hand upon my shoulder, attempted to thrust me 
from my chair with all the force he was master of, while his 
countenance exhibited uncontrollable violence and passion. 

Naturally irritated at this unprovoked rudeness, I rose 
from my seat, and was on the point of addressing him 
indignantly, when Dr. Meadows advanced, and placed him- 
self between us, while the other patients formed a circle 
round us. " Excuse me," said the doctor, addressing me, 
** but I am certain you did not intend to insult or annoy 
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Mr. Mainwaring. It was, I know, perfectly unintentional 
on your part." As he said this, he looked at me in an 
impressive manner, as if he wished me to give in to his 
remarks ; but I was so offended that I was on the point of 
rejecting his interference, when I saw a patient behind Mr. 
Mainwaring put his finger to his forehead, as if to indicate 
that insanity alone had prompted my assailant to behave as 
he had done. I immediately professed my sorrow for any 
unintentional offence I might have conunitted. Mr. Main- 
waring merely bowed distantly in reply to my excuses, and, 
with great anger still visible on his countenance, he hur- 
riedly quitted the room. When he had left us, Dr. Meadows 
took me aside, and said that he hoped I would think nothing 
more of Mr. Mainwaring's behaviour. 

" Poor fellow ! " he continued, " he merits your sympathy 
far more than your anger. His story is his own, and I 
have no right to speak of it. His insanity has been greatly 
ameliorated since he has been here. When he first came I 
had the greatest difiiculty in keeping him within bounds, so 
outrageous was he; but now be is perfecdy calm and 
rational so long as nobody sits or stands by his left side, 
but then he instantly becomes as violent and irrational as 
you have seen him to-day. To-morrow his fit will have 
completely passed over, and you will then find him a most 
amiable, gendemanly companion, so long as you do not 
come near his left side. All here know his peculiarity, and 
humour him in it, and I am sure you will be equally 
indulgent. Besides, he has another claim on your consider- 
ation — ^he is in a deep decline, and cannot possibly live 
through the approaching winter." 

I assured the doctor that all animosity on my part had 
passed away, and that I would for the future respect the 
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poor fellow's infirmity. The doctor then conducted me to 
the drawing-room, and introduced me to his wife, a mild, 
amiable, lady-like young woman, but with the traces of 
care and anxiety already deeply printed on her handsome 
countenance. She received me with great kindness, and in 
her society and that of the two ladies I passed my first 
evening in the asylum. 




CHAPTER III. 

THE DOCTOR AT HOME. 

|H£ next morning, after breakfast, I took a stroll 
round the grounds, which were very extensive, 
and kept in admirable order. On entering 
one of the side-walks I saw Mr. Mainwaring before me. 
I immediately determined to accost him, and to apologise 
for the offence I had unintentionally given him the pre- 
vious evening. I soon overtook him, taking care to place 
myself at his right hand this time. He seemed pleased 
to see me, and received my excuses in a very friendly 
manner. 

" I have no doubt," he said, "you must have thought my 
behaviour exceedingly singular ; but if you knew all, you 
would readily pardon me. I know every one here attributes 
my occasional bursts of anger, when anybody comes near 
my left side, to insanity ; but I assure you I am not mad 
^-on the contrary, I believe I am the only sane person in 
the asylum." 

I smiled at the poor fellow's idea of his own sanity, but 
took good care not to let him perceive it. " I cannot 
blame the doctor, though," he continued, "for every patient 
here believes he is in his right mind, and insists upon it the 
same as I do. Yet, if their own assertions in that respect 
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were to be relied on, and they could obtain their liberty, I 
am persuaded there is not one among them that would 
not soon bring some terrible misfortune upon himself/' 

" Have you been long here ? " I inquired. 

" Nearly three years. So you may imagine that by this 
time I have acquired no little experience in diseases of the 
brain myself. Were you long ill before you came here ? " 

"You will perhaps smile," I said, "when I tell you that 
in my own case there is no insanity." 

He bowed politely, but at the same time I perceived on 
his face an expression of pitying incredulity, which at the 
moment annoyed me exceedingly, but when I remembered 
the absiutl monomania the poor fellow laboured under, I 
readily forgave him. 

" We have many singular cases here,** he said ; " but, 
perhaps, that of Dr. Meadows himself is the most extra- 
ordinary of them all." 

" Do you mean to say Dr. Meadows is insane ? " 

" Certainly." 

" Why, then, is he not under some restraint ? " 

" Well, there is the singularity of his position. In the 
first place, here, in a lunatic asylum, he is allowed to indulge 
in his mania with impunity ; and in the second, does it not 
appear absurd that he, undoubtedly insane, should have the 
charge of the patients in this establishment, many of whom 
are &r less mischievously insane than himself, especially 
when the interests of his wife and family are taken into 
consideration ? " 

" How do you consider the doctor insane? " I inquired. 

" He indulg^es in a certain hobby, as he sometimes terms 
it, but every sane person would term it stark madness. He 
is afflicted with an idea that he is better able to build 
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a church organ than any man alive. And to prove it, he 
has ahready blocked up two of his small apartments with 
his first experiment. He is constructing an organ large 
enough for a cathedral. But the most lamentable part 
of the affair is, that he is very poor. All his income is 
the small salary of two hundred pounds a-year, wluch he 
receives as superintendent of this asylum ; and in conse- 
quence of his mania for organ-building his poor wife and 
children are often obliged to do without many articles 
of dress which they would otherwise be able to have. 
However, it is useless for any one to attempt to interfere. 
He, in common with the poor creatures who are now 
under his care, would never admit himself to be insane; 
and, while I deplore his misfortune the more as I have a 
sincere regard for him (and a more excellent, kind-hearted 
fellow never lived), still I can do nothing. But I see he 
has finished his visit to the incurable patients in the other 
building, and is going into his own apartments. Let us 
go and meet him. He will be certain to invite you in to 
see his organ, and then you can judge for yourself whether 
I have overstated the case." 

As we approached the house the doctor saw us and ad- 
vanced to meet us. 

" Well, doctor,** said Mainwaring, " I suppose you have 
been visiting your patients in the other house?** 

"Yes, I have, and I have left it with the saddest feelings. 
A poor girl, in whose case I took great interest, has just 
died." 

" You must meet with many sad cases here," I remarked. 

'' I do, indeed. Though habit, to a certain extent, de- 
stroys the extreme sensibility of the feelings, still, occasion- 
ally, I have them much tried." 
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*' It is a fortunate thing, doctor/' said Mainwaring, speak- 
ing to Meadows, but glancing at me, '' that you are never 
without some amusement or occupation with which you can 
distract your thoughts from anything which may have 
occurred of a particularly painful nature." 

"I should indeed be sony," said the doctor, '*to be 
without occupation in any place I might be in, but more 
especially in this. Labour, I believe, is held by most men 
to be a curse ; but with me, I assure you, it is frequently a 
blessing. I consider myself fortunate that I have discovered 
an occupation in which I can find not only labour, but 
indulgence in a study in which I feel the greatest pleasure 
— I mean music." 

"What may that occupation be?" I inquired, though I 
knew perfectly well to what he alluded. 

" I am amusing myself by building an otgan/' he said ; 
"and I shall have much pleasure in showing it to you, if 
you will allow me. It is far from being completed, but it 
is sufficiently advanced to ^ve you an idea of my new 
arrangements and inventions. Many, I believe, are of a 
perfectly novel character, which, I hope, will be much 
esteemed and employed when I give my improvements to 
the public" 

We accepted the doctor's invitation, and followed him 
into the house. 

" Is it not lamentable," said Mainwaring to me softly, when 
the doctor was a litde in advance, while at the same time he 
carefully kept me at his right hand, and left as much space 
as possible between his left and the objects we passed — '* is 
it not lamentable to find so excellent a fellow suffering under 
such a painful delusion ?" 

I could hardly help smiling at poor Mainwaring's blind- 
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ness to his own folly; but I fortunately commanded my 
countenance, and we all three entered the house and the 
doctor conducted us to his sanctum. 

" Here," he said, throwing open the door in a somewhat 
pompous manner, "you behold the labour, study, and 
amusement of years, and, I trust, the solid foundation of 
a reputation in the science of organ-building. In this small 
room, the cares and anxieties I meet with in my profession 
are, if not neutralised, at least mitigated to such an extent 
as to render them comparatively harmless." 

I looked round me. The room was, perhaps, fifteen feet 
long by twelve broad; but certainly three-fourths of the 
space was blocked up with a half-built organ, and the mate- 
rials necessary for its completion. For some moments the 
doctor stood with his back towards us, viewing affection- 
ately the fruits of his labours ; then, turning abruptly round, 
he commenced an explanation, which lasted a considerable 
time, with the appearance of intense interest on his part, 
although he must have gone through it many times before. 
He showed us how far his work was completed, what yet 
remained to be done, and told us of the various improve- 
ments he intended to put in it, all either unknown or 
unapplied by ordinary organ-builders. 

"You would hardly imagine," he said, "how much a 
work of this kind increases in interest as you advance in it. 
When I first commenced, I only determined on occupying 
a small portion of this room with it, so as to leave plenty of 
space for my desk-table, book-shelves, and chairs. But 
you see I have been obliged to eject them all, and by the 
time I have finished, I shall not have more room left than 
will suffice for my music-stool and a few friends who may 
be present when I perform upon the instrument. Each 
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improvement I made suggested another. Each addition I 
made required another to give it full effect; so that now 
I have not only dedicated the whole of the room to my 
work, but I have also been obliged to encroach on the 
sleeping-room of my children, which is beside this, to make 
room for some of my pipes, and I am afraid I shall not have 
room for some of my lower-toned pipes without making an 
inroad into the room overhead." 

"And when," I inquired, "do you consider your labour 
will be finished ?" 

" That," he said, smiling, " is the most painful part of my 
story. I might probably have been able to finish it in two 
years firom this time, but unfortunately my purse by no 
means accords with my own willingness to labour. The 
expense appears to increase in proportion as I advance 
towards completion, and I fear that every farthing I can 
spare out of my scanty income for the next three years 
will barely suffice to enable me to terminate my work in 
the least expensive manner. What I dread most is, that 
I may discover, as I proceed, some grand improvement, 
which it would be totally out of my power to carry out. 
Indeed, I have now an inkling of one or two, which, I 
believe, would raise my name to some celebrity if I could 
only realise them, but I banish the idea from my mind as 
much as possible." 

Mainwaring gave him a glance of pity as he made the 
avowal, and I inwardly thanked God ' I was not as that 
man.* After a little more conversation in the same style, 
we thanked the doctor for the explanation he had given us, 
and left him to his labours. 




CHAPTER IV. 

MAINWARING*S CONFESSION. 

|T is not my intention to publish a diary of all that 
took i^ce during my five years' residence in 
Shirley Hall Asylum; I merely wish to offer 
to the public a few of the incidents I there met with. One 

m 

of the most singular anecdotes I have to relate arose from 
my acquaintance with poor Mainwaring. I took a great 
fancy to him, and a strong friendship sprang up between us, 
which at last ripened into a perfect intimacy. He was a 
remarkably intelligent, amiable man ; and, with the excep- 
tion of his singular monomania of never allowing any one 
to remain, even for a moment, at his left hand, there was 
not the slightest appearance of disordered intellect about 
him. Our intimacy, however, did not last long. The ter- 
rible disease, consumption, under which he was labouring, 
terminated his existence about four months after our 
acquaintance had commenced To the unprofessional 
eye, there was little appearance of the disease when 
first I knew him, although he had a somewhat delicate 
expression of countenance; but as the autumn advanced 
the symptoms became strongly apparent He used fre- 
quently to speak of his approaching end with so much 
pleasure, that had he not been of a very religious tempera- 
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ment, I should have thought his wish for death to arise 
from his mental derangement 

One fine morning, in« the early part of October, I met 
him in the grounds after he had been confined for some days 
to his room, and I was particularly struck by his altered 
appearance. Indeed, I never knew the disease to make so 
great a progress in so short a space of time. Although 
miserably emaciated, and so weak that he was obliged to 
lean for support on the arm of one of the attendants, he 
wore a peculiarly happy and serene expression of counten- 
ance. His eye brightened up when he saw me, and he 
advanced to meet me with as much haste as his feeble state 
would allow. 

" I am most happy to see you," he said, as he let go the 
arm of the attendant to take mine. '' I much wished to 
speak to you about some private af&irs of my own. Are 
you at liberty for an hour or two ?" 

I told him that my time was perfectly at his service. 

" Then," said he, taking my arm, and at the same time 
dismissing the attendant, '' let us sit down on yonder seat 
in the warmth of the sun, and we can then talk at our 
leisure." 

When he had seated himself on the bench, he motioned 
to me to seat myself at his right hand. 

" You see," said he, smiling, " the near approach of death 
has not cured me of what you are pleased to term my in- 
sanity. No, it will continue with me till the last moment of 
my existence ; and if you are near me when I die, you will 
find that the last £siint movement of life will be towards 
the side I have so jealously kept from all intrusion." 

" But," I said, avoiding his weak point, '' I trust you are 
wrong in imagining your end to be so near. Remember, 

D 
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that the settled conviction you appear to entertain — I trust 
erroneously — ^that you cannot survive, increases the danger 
rather than otherwise. Remember, it is your duty to foster 
the life the Almighty has given you as long as possible, and 
not needlessly to injure it" 

" In the first place," he replied, " that which you wish 
me to avoid is, in my opinion, the greatest blessing that 
could befall me ; and had I npt been restrained by reli- 
gious feeling, believe me, I should have sought death long 
ere this. But it is now almost over. I have received per- 
mission to die, and the day of my death is fixed. I shall 
expire on the 14th of November." 

I was somewhat startled at the certain tone in which he 
. spoke, but I again attempted to reasoh with him on the 
folly of his conviction. I showed him how often the most 
expert medical men were at &ult, and said that it was 
impossible for him to form so exact an opinion of the 
time of his death. 

" My dear fellow," said he, " look in my face, and tell me 
if you ever saw a mortal whom death had marked for his 
own more certainly than I am marked." 

" But what can induce you to fix the day with the cer- 
tainty you do? You must surely know that the hour 
decreed for a man's death is known only to the Almighty 
himself." 

*' You will perhaps think me blasphemous or mad when I 
tell you that I have received the notice from Heaven itself." 

'< My dear Mainwaring, I suspect your wish and ardent 
imagination have had more to do in the matter than 
Heaven." 

*' You almost make me angry," be said ; " and yet, on re- 
fiecdon, I cannot blame you. It was in no day-<lream that 
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I received the notice, I assure you. It was a message from 
Heaven, as clearly and explicitly given as the words I am 
now uttering." 

I looked at him with astonishment 

" I could easily convince you of the truth of my state- 
ment if I pleased," he continued ; " but you could not 
believe me unless you knew my history — then you would 
perfectly understand all. I know you entertain a sincere 
friendship for me, and it is because of my confidence in that 
friendship that I would willingly relate to you some of the 
prominent events of my life, if you would have the patience 
to listen to them. My real name you may perhaps have 
heard before ; it is not the one I am known by^here. Dr. 
Meadows is the only one in these parts who knows my 
history, and he, worthy fellow that he is, spite of his unfor- 
tunate weakness, has faithfully kept the secret Few men 
have been more terribly persecuted and slandered by society 
than I have ; and yet it would have been impossible for a 
man to be more perfectly innocent of the crime of which 
he was suspected — and in public opinion found guilty — than 
myself. I was driven from the society of my fellows, when, 
Heaven knows, the only connection I had with the crime of 
which I was suspected was one in which I acted, not only a 
justifiable, but an honourable part. All my relatives are 
now no more, and my name is only remembered when 
the crime I was considered to be guilty of is mentioned. 
When you are sufficiently recovered to leave this place — 
pardon me," he interposed, noticing a look of displeasure 
on my face, " I did not mean to oflfend you ; but when you 
again mix with the world, and hear my name mentioned 
in connection with the unjust suspicion which has been 
fixed upon me, promise me that you will say some words 
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of defence in my favour if I clear all up to your satisfaction. 
If you will promise, I will candidly tell you all." 

I readily made him the desired promise, and he imme- 
diately commenced the story of his life. 

A FIRST LOVE. 

I will pass rapidly over the first years of my life. I 
was left an orphan at a very early age ; both my parents, in 
fact, were dead before I had attained my fourth year. I was 
entitled to a small propert}^ under my father's will ; it was 
something less than three hundred a year. My two guardians 
were an uncle and a grandmother. The former was a soli- 
citor in large practice in Wiltshire; the latter resided in 
London, somewhere near Kennington Common, and I was 
placed in her immediate charge. She was a kind-hearted, 
amiable old lady, somewhat infirm, and of very secluded 
habits. With her I remained till I was nearly ten years of 
age. Till then I had received no education save what she 
had given me, as she considered I was of too delicate a 
constitution to be sent to school — ^whether she had reason 
on her side or not, it is impossible for me to say. My grand- 
mother, with all her good qualities, was naturally supersti- 
tious 3 and two old servants, who had resided with her for 
many years, were even more so than their mistress. Among 
other doctrines which they attempted to instil into my 
childish mind, was that of guardian angels, who always 
followed and watched over us. I easily identified the 
one under whose especial charge I was with- my mother; 
and my grandmother, whose love for her deceased daughter 
seemed to increase the older she got, willingly confirmed 
me in my opinion. Of all the old lad/s superstitions, this 
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is the only one I can remember, and that one I loved too 
well easily to forget it. 

When I was about ten years of age, my uncle, who had 
been called to London on some law business, paid us a 
visit. He appeared rather annoyed that my education had 
been so much neglected, and quite disagreed with my 
grandmother in respect to my delicate appearance. The 
result of their conversation was, that I was placed at an 
excellent boarding-school at Clapham ; but it was agreed 
that I was to spend every Sunday and the holidays with 
my grandmother. This plan was no sooner agreed to than 
it was acted upon ; and before my uncle left London, I had 
entered on a new phase of my existence — I was a school- 
boy. 

The lads with whom I now associated were probably as 
well-bred and gentlemanly as could be found in any school 
in London. They were principally the sons of merchants, 
bankers, and professional men. They were youths who 
were bred up in the idea that, although their social position 
was somewhat above the average, their future prosperity and 
standing in the world would depend entirely on their own 
exertions. Notwithstanding the kindne'ss with which they 
received me, I was for some time very desolate. I now 
felt the consolation of the idea my grandmother had taught 
me, that a guardian angel watched over me, and that mine 
was the spirit of my mother. This conviction of the pos- 
sibility of a direct connection between the visible and invi- 
sible worlds has never through life entirely left me. My 
school-fellows attempted to joke me out of it, and in 
manhood, reason would often start forward and prove to 
me its folly ; still the feeling had fast hold of me, and if at 
any time I succeeded in conquering it, it was sure to return 
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to me again in its fuU force at some moment when I least 
expected it I wiU give you an example of it : — 

Among the divers feats of boyish daring which were prac- 
tised by the sdiolars, was that of furtively escaping at night 
from the school-house and walking through Old Clapham 
churchyard* We were each to go through it singly, and 
then wait until the whole were united at the entrance in the 
Wandsworth Road. The feat was the more terrible as the 
graveyard at that time had no lamp in it to light up the 
pathway. Although I possessed as much courage as the 
average of boys of my age, this feat was certainly at first 
a great trial of resolution to me. The task, however, of 
walking through the graveyard after two or three attempts 
became a matter of indifference to me in all respects but 
one. Near the back of the church, and close to the path- 
way, stood a stone monument enclosed with an iron railing. 
To whom it formerly belonged it was impossible to say. 
Possibly to some long-extinct City family whose country- 
house had stood in the vicinity of the church, but who were 
now utterly forgotten. It was totally neglected, and had 
been so for many years. It was designed in bad taste, 
those who erected it having evidently fancied that expense 
ensured beauty. It had been highly ornamented and 
elaborately carved, but both ornaments and carving were 
rapidly falling into decay. All the sharper portions of the 
masonry had either yielded to the weather or had been 
destroyed. A lengthy inscription had been put upon it ; 
but at the time I am speaking of only a few detached words 
were here and there visible, and those at such long intervals 
apart as to render the whole unintelligible. The iron railing 
which enclosed the monument was rapidly rusting away. 

All other graves were indifferent to. me; but this exer- 
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cised a peculiar fascination over me. When I approached 
near it, a certain attraction came over me, and I could not 
lift my e3res from it When I had passed it I could not 
help turning to look round at it. It was not fear, but a 
feeling which I could not account for. I felt there was some- 
thing or somebody connected with that tomb with whom I 
had an occult S3rmpathy. There was no mistaking it It 
was an attraction intended only for me, and no other boy 
experienced it It was as clear to me as if anybody had 
taken me by the arm and attempted to draw me to it. 
Often and often did I repeat the experiment, to see if I 
could conquer the feeling, but it increased by the attempts 
rather than diminished. I made many inquiries respecting 
that tomb, but no one appeared to know anything about it. 
Frequently in the daylight I attempted to decipher the 
inscription, but always in vain. £ven in the broad sun- 
shine I felt the attraction as certainly, if not as forcibly, as 
at night. 

I continued at school till I was seventeen years of age. 
Before I quitted it my grandmother was no more. She was 
not rich, having little beyond a good life-annuity to depend 
on ; but as she had been very economical in her habits she 
bad contrived to save out of it, and to such an extent, that 
at her death I received from her an addition of two hundred 
a year to my income, which was placed in my uncle's hands 
in trust till I came of age. He was now my sole guardian. 
We were very good friends, although I had seen him but 
seldom, and I really believe he took a great interest in my 
welfare. I left school and entered on the study of the 
law. My uncle designed me for the bar. As I was then 
too young to immediately commence my legal studies in 
London, he proposed first to send me to a German 
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university for two years ; after that period I was to be 
placed in his office. I was there to remain under his 
eye till I had obtained my majority. I'was then to be 
entered at one of the inns of court, and placed as a pupil 
with a special pleader. Although my uncle offered me no 
choice in the matter, these arrangements pleased me exceed- 
ingly, and in a short time I found m3rself a student at the 
university of Bonn. Here I was domiciled in the house of 
one of the professors, and with him I remained for the two 
years determined on, and I then retiuned home. 

It chanced that I was invited one day to dine with a 
iriend at Clapham. I remained till it was too late to find 
a coach by which I could return to London. I had no 
alternative but to walk home. As I was then living in 
Fimlico, my nearest road was by Vauxhall Bridge, and of 
course I had to pass through Old Clapham churchyard. 
When I entered it I was thinking deeply on some conver- 
sation which had taken place during the evening. Sud- 
denly I felt so strong an attraction come over me that it 
almost seemed to draw me from the path. It was the same 
I used to feel when a boy, and when within the sphere of 
fascination of the mjrsterious tomb. I turned round and 
found myself beside it. A bright gas-lamp had been placed 
near it, and I saw it distinctly. I passed on; but the 
attraction was still so great that I stopped again, and deter- 
mined, from curiosity, to see if I could not overcome it I 
sat down on an adjoining tombstone, and gazed on the 
monument which had over me such powers of fascination. 
By a determined concentration of the mind the impres- 
sion vanished so completely that I laughed at my folly 
in thinking that it could ever have existed. I arose to 
continue my journey, but no sooner had I started than the 
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attraction became as powerful as before, and continued, 
although gradually decreasing in strength, till I had quitted 
the graveyard, when it entirely ceased. 

Within a week after my arrival in England I found myself 

established in my uncle's office at , in Wiltshire. I did 

not reside with him, but I boarded with a female relative of 
my mother's, who lived about two miles from the town. I 
left home for the office every morning at eight o'clock and 
returned about seven in the evening. There were two roads 
by which I could reach the office from my aunt's ; one by 
the high-road, a trifle the longer of the two, the other across 
a portion of Salisbury Plain. My uncle requested me always 
to keep to the high-road at night, as the other was difficult 
to find in the dark, and he feared I might lose myself, or 
meet with some accident by the way, if I attempted to cross 
the plain. In summer, of course, I could choose the path 
I liked best. 

The domestic arrangements of the house of business were 
conducted by a female relative of my uncle's. She was a 
highly respectable, amiable woman, a widow with an only 
daughter. She had formerly seen better days, but mis- 
fortune had befallen her prior to the death of her husband, 
and she had thankfully accepted the offer my uncle had 
made to take charge of the offices. Her daughter Ellen 
was a girl about my own age. She was exceedingly pretty, 
but of very delicate appearance, and her appearance was too 
truthful in the tale it told. She was amiable and intelligent. 
A more gentle creature I believe never existed. Her mother 
being, as I said, very poor, Ellen had to be placed as a 
governess in a ladies' school. In point of ability and 
patience, she was admirably fitted for the task, having 
received from her mother an education which would have 
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been thought excellent even in the present day, with all its 
greater advantages, but her health was not sufficiently strong 
to allow her to continue in her situation, and after the ex- 
piration of the first twelve months, she returned home to 
her mother. 

It was then that I first formed her acquaintance. We 
could hardly be called friends, for her mother, although 
always kind to me, never allowed me to remain alone with 
her daughter, even for a moment She was perhaps actuated 
by a feeling of delicacy on the subject. I, at that time, was 
looked on as my uncle's heir, and Ellen's mother doubtless 
imagined that it would be hardly honourable to allow my 
affections to be engaged without my uncle's sanction. It was 
only at dinner-time that I had a chance of seeing Ellen. I 
might very possibly have found an opportunity of eluding 
her mother's vigilance, but I was not only rather timid 
naturally, but was possessed so strongly with reverence for 
female modesty that I feared a proposition to adopt any 
underhand method of meeting might offend Ellen. 

It would be absurd for me at my time of life to attempt 
to describe the intense, the respectful love I had for that 
dear girl. I am sure she knew it, and, more than that, I am 
sure she loved me. There was something in the tone of her 
voice which told me so. Beyond that, an indefinable sym- 
pathy which you may perhaps laugh at told me that she 
understood me, and returned my affection. 

One day she did not make her appearance at table, nor 
was her mother in the room when I entered. My uncle was 
absent ; and the senior clerk, who always dined with us, after 
waiting for a short time, proposed that we should commence 
our dinner. When we had nearly finished, we heard a man's 
footsteps descending the stairs, and immediately afterwards 
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Ellen's mother entered the room and seated herself at 
the table. Her eyes were red and inflamed : she had 
evidently been weeping bitterly. After a few moments* 
pause, I ventured to ask after Ellen. Her mother tried 
to answer me, but did not succeed. After a vain attempt 
to speak, she rose and hurriedly left the room. We 
inquired of the servant, who immediately afterwards 
entered, the cause of her mistress's distress. She told us 
that an hour before Ellen had broken a blood-vessel, and 
was then in great danger, although the bleeding had already 
stopped. 

At first I hardly realised my misfortune. The probable 
fatal result was too terrible for me to think of, or to believe in, 
but in a short time the sad truth became only too apparent. 
A few days afterwards the senior clerk told me that there 
would be no possibility of her recovery — that, in fact, Ellen 
had been for some time past in a consumption. During the 
remainder of that day I was perfectly useless in the office. 
Continually I left it to inquire of the servant-girl what 
intelligence there was from the sick-room. At last the girl, 
probably to please me, said she thought her mistress was 
better, and would in the end recover ; upon which frail proof 
I went that evening to my home greatly consoled at the 
probability that all might yet end well. 

I hoped against hope. In my walk home I endeavoured 
to bring to my mind whatever analogous cases I had heard 
of in which the persons had recovered. They were few, 
lamentably few, in proportion to those which had terminated 
fatally. Even those in which the persons did recover could 
hardly be termed similar cases to Ellen's ; not one perfectly 
parallel case could I find. 

Every morning on arriving at the office I inquired of the 
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servant-girl after the health of her young mistress, and as 
regularly received for an answer that she was better. There 
had not been the slightest recurrence of the bleeding, but 
still she admitted that Miss Ellen's mother seemed dreadfully 
anxious about her. 

Oh, how I longed to see Ellen! but the doctor had 
ordered her to be kept t)erfectly quiet and to be allowed to 
speak to no one. Day after day, however, the intelligence 
continued favourable, and my spirits rose in proportion 
— so easily are we induced to believe in a result that we 
hope for. 

The behaviour of Ellen's mother was incomprehensible to 
me. Although she was fully aws^re of the progress her 
daughter's health was making, she still continued extremely 
low-spirited. Another singular feature in her demeanour 
was her altered behaviour towards me. Although she had 
uniformly been kind to me, she had always hitherto been 
reserved and distant when in my society ; but since Ellen's 
misfortune she had treated me with as much affection as if 
I had been her own son. 

For some time past my duties at the office had been per- 
formed in a faultless manner. My uncle was well satis- 
fied with my conduct, with the exception of perhaps too 
frequently leaving my desk to ask for the news from the 
sick-room. Day after day succeeded, and the bulletin con- 
tinued favourable, the only qualification being the great diffi- 
culty the invalid experienced in recovering her strength. 

At last she was sufficiently restored not only to sit up, but 
to leave her room for an hour or two daily. A few days 
afterwards I was permitted to see her, but with an express 
prohibition against any conversation taking place. When I 
entered the room, Ellen sat reclining in an easy-chair. She 
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was changed — ^mucli changed. Not a particle of colour 
was to be seen, save a light-blue tinge under the eye, and 
that was so faint as to be hardly perceptible ; her lips, too, 
had lost their colour, but her large mild blue eye had 
acquired more of the hue of heaven than it had possessed 
when she was in health. She smiled when she saw me 
enter, but said nothing ; speech of any kind had been, as I 
have already said, strictly prohibited. The look she gave 
me as I entered, momentary as it was, and though many 
long years have since passed, is as fresh in my memory 
now as it was the moment I saw her. It went to my 
heart, and has since rested there. She put out her hand 
for me to take — it was almost the colour of marble, even 
the blue veins in it were scarcely perceptible. Beautifully 
white as it was, it was hot and feverish, and I distinctly 
felt the arteries throb when, I pressed it I sat down by her 
side, and gazed on her face for a few moments. Her sweet 
smile gradually vanished ; she looked at me pityingly for a 
moment, and then turned her face marked with sorrow 
towards her mother. The poor woman rose, and, touching 
my arm, beckoned to me to leave the room with her. I 
followed her mechanically, and when outside the door, the 
reason of her conduct became apparent, for I found my face 
was covered with tears, which had poured down my cheeks 
unrestrainedly. 

" You had better not remain longer," said her mother, 
affecting not to notice my sorrow, but with much kindness 
of manner. '^ You can see £llen again to-morrow^ but we 
must not fatigue her too much at once." 

The next day, and for several succeeding days, I saw her 
for a few minutes each time ; but hope became powerless 
against the sad truth which was hourly becoming more 
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apparent. " I watched her withering leaf by leaf." At last 
it was considered desirable she should not leave her room, 
and I did not see her for a fortnight. 

One day, as I was leaving the office, the maid-servant 
whispered to me that her mistress wished to speak to me. 
I followed her up-stairs, and found Ellen's mother standing 
outside the bedroom door. " Come in," she said ; " but 
you may only stay a moment." I entered, and found Ellen 
sitting up in bed, supported by pillows. A slight flush, with 
clearly-defined edges, was on her cheeks ; otherwise she was 
deadly pale. She cast on me, as I approached, a glance so 
fond, so pure, so mild, that there appeared more of the angel 
than of the mortal in it. I took her hand, but could not 
speak. Her lips moved, but the words did not leave them, 
or if they did, they were too faint for me to hear. I leaned 
my head nearer to her to catch, if possible, her meaning. 
" Do not foiget me," she at last uttered; " think of me some- 
times." I could not answer her ; my heart was too full, and 
my sobs proved it. I was allowed to remain but a few 
moments longer, and I never saw her again. The next 
day she was no more. 

Absurd as my love must now appear in such a sorrow- 
beaten man as I am, all pitied me then. The clerks in an 
attorney's office are rarely very sympathetic, but these showed 
me the greatest kindness. They did not attempt to console 
me ; they paid no attention to my inability to perform the 
duties of the office, but quietly did them for me. I was not 
at the funeral ; on the contrary, my uncle desired me not to 
come to the office on that day. I should certainly have 
been present in spite of any prohibition or impediment, but 
she was buried in Gloucestershire, in a village churchyard 
where her father and only brother were interred. 
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Weeks passed, and although the first fresh burst of my 
grief had somewhat subsided, my love for Ellen continued 
as pure and ardent as ever. The road across the plain was 
now my favourite walk home, as I used to meet with nothing 
on the road, and I could, uninterruptedly, think of her whom 
I had lost. Those solitary walks were a source of great con- 
solation to me. I somehow had contrived to divide my 
attention so as to allow myself to perform my ofiicial 
duties in a proper and professional manner, and reserve 
my thoughts of £llen when I could indulge in them unre- 
strainedly in the evening. 

One night when I was strolling leisurely along, my 
thoughts as usual fixed on £llen, I raised my eyes to 
heaven and almost prayed to her. The night was misty, but 
the fog hung closely on the plain, so that, although I could 
see but little around me, the stars were plainly discernible 
in the sky. I thought that she whom I had lost now dwelt 
above them, and I wondered whether she could in spirit 
visit the earth. Could I have been certain of it, how happy 
it would have made me ! 

Suddenly I was aware that some one was beside me. No 
sound informed me of it, nor had I seen anything to lead 
me to think it, but with a certainty not less than the cer- 
tainty of my own existence, I became conscious that some 
one was by my side, and was advancing with me. Slowly 
my eyes were withdrawn firom the heavens and became fixed 
on the mist before me. I felt no fear, but an indescribable 
solemn sensation. I was not afraid to discover who it 
might be, but I looked towards my side without turning my 
head ; still nothing was to be seen, though I knew that a 
being was there. I walked slowly along, and the invisible 
accompanied me. The feeling of surprise vanished, and a 
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delightful sensation of happiness came in its place. I was 
certain, I knew not how, that Ellen was by my side. Pre- 
sently a sympathetic, or what might have been termed a 
mute conversation passed between us, if such an expres- 
sion might be used. Though no word was uttered, 
there was an inexplicable current of intelligence between 
us. So complete was it that it might have been written 
out. On my part, I told her how fondly I loved her, 
how intensely I had suffered from her loss, and how 
inconsolable I was. She, with the pure spirit of an angel, 
answered me. She comforted my affliction. She poured 
oil and wine on my wounded heart A feeling of bliss, 
second only to Paradise, came over me, and my happiness 
increased as the time passed on. At last earth became for 
a moment too strong within me. I was not content with 
the mute happiness I enjoyed, but exclaimed aloud, ** Ellen, 
dear Ellen, do speak to me ! " 

In a moment the spell was broken, and I was alone on 
the bleak plain. Both mentally and aloud I prayed her 
to return, but nothing was near me but the cold raw mist 
I stood patiently for more than an hour, hoping she would 
return — ^it was useless, — ^and that evening we met no more. 
Sadly I resumed my journey homeward, determming in my 
mind that no rash impulse should break the happiness of 
my next evening's walk. 

I slept little that night, and rose early next morning. 
On reaching at the office, the other clerks noticed my pale, 
haggard appearance, and asked if I was unwelL My uncle 
also remarked it, and almost peremptorily ordered me to go 
home. I had some difficulty in persuading him to allow 
me to remain, for he took great interest in me. At last I 
succeeded. It would indeed have been a terrible punish- 
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ment for me to have missed my evening's walk across the 
plain. 

Night at last came on, and I started on my journey. I 
walked rapidly to the spot where I had met Ellen the even- 
ing before ; indeed, so completely was I out of breath owing 
to the rapidity of my pace, that I should have been obliged 
to have rested there out of sheer exhaustion. Long, long I 
waited. The night was clear and starlight, and the cool 
air soon restored me, but with my strength my anxiety 
increased. Still Ellen came not I must have waited there 
for some hours before I commenced my walk homewards. 
Indeed, it was so late when I arrived at the house, that 
I was severely reprimanded by my aunt. She insisted 
that it was contrary to the regular habits of her house, 
but I really believe the good lady's remonstrances were 
caused by my fatigued appearance. I had, in fact, fallen 
off considerably both in health and strength since Ellen's 
decease. 

The next evening I again attempted to meet her, but 
without success. Night after night passed, and still she 
came not. The effects of my frequent disappointments acted 
so prejudicially on my health, that my uncle told me he 
had determined on placing me in the office of his agent in 
London till I was of age. I assured him that my indisposi- 
tion was but trifling, and that I should soon be better ; but 
he would hear of no alternative. He expressed great affec- 
tion for me. He assured me that the love he bore me 
alone induced him to take the resolution he had taken, 
and that nothing I could say would induce him to alter it. 
As soon as there was a vacancy in the office in London, 
I should leave Wiltshire. There was no use for me 
arguing the matter longer, so I offered no further objection ; 

E 
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but I felt so miserable, that a sentence of death could hardly 
have made me more so. 

Oh, how wretched did I feel that evening when I started 
on my road home ! I had for some time past given up 
all hope of again meeting Ellen. My pace was slow, for 
my strength had lately fallen off considerably. I strolled 
quietly along. My thoughts, as usual, were fixed on her I had 
lost, and the utter hopelessness of my position so weighed 
on my spirits that at last I exclaimed, my eyes turned to 
heaven, and the tears streaming down my fiace, ^' Ellen, 
dear Ellen, do pity me !" 

The last word had hardly escaped my lips when Ellen 
was at my side. I did not turn my eyes towards her, for I 
knew she was invisible. It is impossible to express the 
joy I felt when I found she was near me. My happiness 
was unboimded. We continued our walk side by side, 
our sympathetic conversation continuing the whole of the 
time. Oh, how encouraging, how consoling, were the ex- 
pressions of love she gave me ! She knew my sorrows, 
and pitied them, and promised that, with her angel 
power, she would help me to bear them. We parted; 
but, oh, how differently from the former time ! When we 
had approached sufficiently near to the house to distinguish 
the lights in the dining-room window, her presence seemed 
less perfect. It then appeared gradually to melt away, and 
she was totally lost to me some time before I reached 
home. 

I was happier that night than I had been for months, 
and next morning my aunt noticed with pleasure my 
altered appearance. The next day at the office my fellow- 
clerks complimented me on the change for the better in 
my health. That day at the office my duties were cheer- 
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fully and rapidly performed. In the evening Ellen again 
met me, and she continued to do so for several consecutive 
nights. Both my health and spirits began to improve 
rapidly. Her visits afterwards became less frequent, perhaps 
two or three nights a week, but on each visit the same 
unbounded happiness attended me. It was some months 
before there was a vacancy in the agent's office in London. 
When the time arrived for me to leave, I had not met 
Ellen for nearly a week. As I had improved in health and 
spirits, her visits had become gradually rarer ; not from any 
want of sympathy for me, I am persuaded, but gently to 
lessen my intense attachment for her, and thus to enable me 
to follow without impediment the path in life which had 
been marked out for me. 




CHAPTER V. 

mainwaring's confession — Continufd. 

|FT£R I had quitted my uncle I remained in the 
office of his agent, a solicitor of high standing in 
London, till I came of age. Nothing more re- 
mained of my attachment for Ellen but a holy sort of love 
and veneration, such as a man might bear towards an angel. 
There was nothing of earth about it It was profound and 
immovable ; yet it did not belong to this world, nor inter- 
fere in any manner with any employment or design which 
for the time occupied my thoughts. When I had attained 
my majority, my uncle came up to London to give an 
account of his stewardship. Certainly the conduct of no 
guardian could have been more honourable towards a ward 
than his had been to me. The income he placed at my 
disposal was, thanks to his economy and the judicious 
investments he had made of my money, far greater than I 
had dreamed of. I followed the course he proposed, and 
entered as a student at the Inner Temple; at the same 
time commencing the more abstruse studies of the law 
ander the tuition of an eminent special pleader. 

I will not detain you with any lengthened description of 
my noviciate. I studied moderately, and amused myself 
greatly. The different vacations I generally spent abroad. 
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I contrived — ^what, by-the-bye, was no difficult matter for a 
young man with a good income — ^to obtain a tolerably wide 
circle of acquaintances, and was, I believe, a favourite with 
whatever society I mingled in. 

I was called to the bar. For some time afterwards I had 
but little practice — ^few barristers of my age have — ^but I was 
far from being as destitute of solicitors' patronage as many 
of far greater experience and ability than myself. Nothing 
occurred worthy of relating to you till I Was about eight- 
and-twenty years of age, when I fell desperately in love with 
a lady whom I had met at an evening party at the house of 
one of the judges. She was a widow, of some five-and- 
twenty years of age, with one child (posthumous), nearly 
two years old. There was something to me particularly 
attractive in her appearance : she was tall ; pale, though 
not of a very fair complexion ; with dark hair, and par- 
ticularly large, sofl eyes of a deep blue; her teeth were 
white as pearls, and her mouth beautifully formed. Her 
face was not only lovely, but there was a singular expres- 
sion about it, impossible clearly to describe. Though 
at first sight it seemed the countenance of an exceedingly 
placid temper, yet there was an expression about it which told 
of an originality of thought rarely to be met with ; yet in her 
conversation there was nothing eccentric or different from 
that of ladies in good society. She was mild and sedate 
in her manner, her voice was gentle, and the general 
impression was that of extreme amiability; yet I thought 
I could discover symptoms of a hidden fire, an extra- 
ordinary originality of character, which had for me a 
peculiar ^sanation. Her husband, an officer in the army, 
had been killed in India. After his death she remained 
at Calcutta till the birth of her child. She then returned 
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in company with a female relative to England. Her 
income, which was not large, was still sufficient to allow 
her to live in a good position in society. 

I had some difficulty in getting more particularly intro- 
duced to her. I had no friends who were personally 
acquainted with her, and I was not sufficiently intimate with 
the judge's family to ask for a more positive introduction. 
The same fortune, however, which generally favours lovers 
favoured me. I at last discovered a friend who was 
intimate with her. He took me to her house, and an 
intimacy commenced, which at last ended in my making 
her an offer of marriage, which was accepted. It would 
be absurd to compare the love I had for Clara Mac- 
gregor with that I bore for Ellen. I admired Clara to 
an *extent I had never before felt for any woman. I fancied 
myself in love, but I was actuated by the passionate 
desire to obtain the object of my intense admiration 
rather than any other feeling. Again, I cannot say that she 
appeared to have any extraordinary affection for me. In- 
deed, I never heard her express great admiration for any- 
thing ; still, as I said before, there was evidently a latent 
fire of immense strength which might on occasion be de- 
veloped, but what would be likely to elicit it, no human 
being could form an opinion. 

If Clara was apathetical, she by no means lacked ability. 
In conversation, occasionally she was particularly brilliant 
It would be impossible for me to overstate the pride I have 
felt when I found a whole roomful of company hushed to 
listen to the wit and intelligence of her remarks. One 
thing alone I remarked in her which gave me any uneasi- 
ness, and that was the little affection which she appeared 
to entertain for her child. Although he was now sufficiently 
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old to show the first beautiful dawnings of intelligence, 
although the boy in point of beauty was a true child of his 
mother's, although Clara poured on him every endearment 
and caress which a mother can make use of when the child 
was brought into her presence, there was evidently no genuine 
affection ; not one spark of that charming expression which 
is natural to the mother's face on such occasions ever 
illumined Clara's ; and when the nurse took the boy from 
her, I could not divest myself of the impression that his 
absence was a relief to her. 

The day for the wedding drew nigh, and as it approached, 
the beauty of Clara seemed to increase; and my admiration 
for her kept pace with it I made her many very handsome 
presents of jewellery, all of which she accepted with much 
pleasure of tone and manner, and she took every opportu- 
nity of wearing them ; but still the same apathy seemed to 
hang upon her. Often when I reflected uponthe subject, 
I tried to attribute my opinion to the extreme intensity of 
my own admiration, which made Clara's enthusiasm appear 
dull in comparison. But I hardly succeeded to the extent I 
could have wished. 

The wedding-day at last arrived, and as soon as Clara was 
mine we started off for a tour on the Continent, where we 
remained some months. Then we returned to England. I 
took a house a few miles from town, purposing again to take 
up my profession, which latterly I had much neglected. 

How can I describe Clara as a wife ? She was amiable, 
kind, and attentive. That she loved me fondly I have no 
doubt ; nay, more, she was exceedingly jealous of me, and 
that of itself is a proof of love. I never saw her really out 
of humour ; her behaviour was as placid as it was possible 
for a human creature's to be. Still I should have liked 
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better a little more energy of character. But with all her 
placidity, I felt, as I have before stated, that there was some 
terrible fire in her which was as yet unknown to me. 
To her child she showed, when he was in her presence, the 
greatest affection, and she appeared delighted as his tongue 
formed each new word. ^ Yet that terrible indifference, 
that absence of genuine maternal feeling, seemed still to 
manifest itself. 

We had been married nearly a year, and Clara was again 
soon expecting to be .a mother, when a circumstance 
occurred which not only surprised, but also terrified me. 
Her child slept in a room beside ours. It was not 
only entered fi-om our bedroom, but it opened also on the 
landing-place at the head of the stairs. I had remained up 
writing till it was considerably past midnight Clara had 
retired to rest early, as she felt somewhat indisposed. 
When I had finished the letters I had been writing, I 
lighted a taper, and, having extinguished the gas, was on 
the point of leaving my study when the taper, which had 
been imperfectly fixed in the candlestick, fell out upon 
the ground, and I was left in total darkness. I crept up- 
stairs as cautiously and noiselessly as I could, finding my way 
with some difficulty. When I had arrived at the top of 
the stairs, I perceived that there was light in the child's 
room, and the door was open. I looked in and found 
Clara, who had on a dressing-gown, with a candle in her 
hand, standing by the child's cot, gazing on him as he lay 
asleep. I was struck motionless with amazement. Could 
that be the face of my beautiful wife ? Yes, it was hers ; 
yet never did I witness a more demoniacal expression of 
countenance. It was the wild hatred of a fiend, more than 
the expression of a woman. Her eye, naturally laige, was 
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dilated to an unearthly size. Her lips were compressed. 
Her breathing was short, and her whole manner betrayed 
the most intense hatred. 

In a moment I recovered myself and entered the room. 
So absorbed was she in her thoughts that she did not notice 
me till I had put my arm gently round her waist. " Clara, 
my dear," I said softly, " are you dreaming ?" She started, 
and tried to collect her senses, but could not. I took the 
candle from her hand and led her unresistingly into our 
bedroom. There even she could not recover herself, but 
remained seated for nearly an hour in an easy-chair before 
I could recall her senses sufficiently to get her to bed. 

The next morning she seemed utterly unconscious of 
anything extraordinary having passed. She was perhaps a 
trifle paler, nothing more. I did not like to refer to the 
circumstance, yet I wished some explanation. At last I 
asked her if she had slept well. She answered me, that 
the evening before, she had felt much fatigued, and that it 
was perhaps half an hour bdbre she went to sleep, but that 
afterwards she rested well, and did not wake till morning. 
As she had been in bed at least four hours before I came 
up-stairs, I became convinced she must have been in a state 
of somnambulism, so I made no further remark to her on 
the subject, but resolved to watch her narrowly for the 
future. At the same time, the whole circumstance caused 
me the greatest uneasiness, the more so, from the terrible 
expression I had witnessed on her face the evening before — 
an expression which I could not have beheved it capable 
of wearing under any imaginable combination of circum- 
stances. 

I now watched Clara narrowly for some days. The result, 
I am sorry to say, was far from satisfactory, although it led 
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to no certain conclusion. Whether she was aware of my 
suspicions, or whether she had determined on destroy- 
ing any unfavourable impression her behaviour might have 
fixed upon my mind, I cannot say, but she now treated her 
child with such marked and ostentatious proofs of affection 
that I greatly doubted their being genuine. Although she 
always manifested this tenderness for him when I happened 
to be in the room with her, or was expected, I more than 
once saw her with him when she was not aware that I was 
near. On these occasions her conduct to him was as 
indifferent as it was affectionate when she knew that I 
was present. 

I now inquired in an indirect way of those who had 
known her during the lifetime of her first husband, whether 
anything which had taken place, — ^whether any episode in the 
history of her life — ^had, or could have, influenced her affection 
for her child? I could hear of none whatever, unless it was 
the terrible alarm she had experienced in a mutiny of the 
natives when her husband met his death. This appeared to 
me, at first sight, as calculated rather to increase her affection 
for her child than otherwise ; still I could not help admitting 
that one of those obscure morbid mental actions which 
puzzle psychologists so much, might have sprung firom it, 
and was now, in her present susceptible phase of existence, 
exercising an undue influence over her. I therefore deter- 
mined to watch her narrowly till after her confinement, and 
then I hoped the unhappy feeling might pass away. 

The same untrue affection continued to be shown to her 
child in my presence. Still she contrived to impress the 
servants and all around her with the idea that she was pas- 
sionately fond of him, and that her love for him increased 
daily. Once I heard a housemaid speaking of her mistress's 
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affection for her child in tenns of great admiration, and 
hoping that the one expected would be as well loved. 

Clara's confinement came on, and a long and dangerous 
one it was. At last she presented me with a daughter. The 
mother and child progressed slowly for a fortnight, when 
a sudden malady attacked the infant and it died. I was 
dreadfully afifected at its death, and Clara still more so. 
There was no acting, no false colouring in her affliction. 
She felt, and felt keenly, and my afifection for her increased 
with her sorrow. 

The child was buried, and Clara herself remained on the 
brink of the tomb for nearly a month. Fearful indeed had 
been the effect of this loss on her constitution. A change 
then came over her, and she slowly began to gain strength. 
Three months after the death of her child, she had attained 
a state of delicate convalescence. 

The onlyjcircumstances now connected with her which gave 
me any annoyance, was the excessive attention and caresses 
which she lavished on little George, and which, as I doubted 
their genuineness, irritated me exceedingly. On more than 
one occasion I spoke to her of her over-indulgence, and 
once I was obliged to order the nurse to take him from the 
room. Clara expressed herself as highly indignant at my 
behaviour, and continued out of temper for several days. 
This was the more remarkable, as she was generally of a 
most equable temperament. At last it passed off, and 
nothing occurred for the next two months to cloud our 
happiness ; but then Clara was seized with a low fever, which 
threw her on a bed of sickness. The fever ran through its 
customary stages, and she then began to improve in health. 
Her physician advised that as soon as she was strong 
enough to be removed, we should leave England and spend 
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the winter in Italy, as he considered that change of scen^ 
and climate would do far more to re-establish her constitution 
after the severe shocks it had received, than all the care 
and attention which could be given her in England. I will- 
ingly encouraged the idea, and all our arrangements were 
speedily determined on. Our party was to consist only of 
my wife, myself, little George and his nursemaid, and the 
courier. My wife appeared delighted at the idea of her 
son accompanying us ; but the terrible thought came over 
me that her joy was feigned, and a circumstance shortly 
afterwards occurred which proved that my suspicions were 
correct 

During the whole of Clara's illness I had occupied a 
separate room. It was situated on the same floor, and 
was separated from my wife's by the small room in which 
George slept These rooms occupied the whole frontage 
of the house, and communicated with each other by two 
doors which opened on Geoige's little room. One night, 
about a week before we were to start for Italy, Clara had 
been particularly occupied with her son. She had lavished 
on him every possible caress ; and when his nurse came to 
take him from her to put him to bed, she almost smothered 
him with kisses. Still there seemed to me the same actress- 
like effect which always appeared when she was occupied 
with him, and which had increased on her since I had found 
her standing by his bedside in so singular a mood. My wife 
retired to bed that night at a very early hour ; but I, having 
some law papers to look over, did not seek my room till it 
was considerably past midnight. Thinking still on the 
subject on which I had been occupied during the evening, 
I slept but lightly. A turret clock was over our stables, 
and I heard it strike the hours of one and two. Another 
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cause contributed to render my slumbers still more uncer- 
tain : some alterations had to be made in the window- 
curtains of my room, and they were not completed before 
the household retired to rest, so the strong beams of the 
moon poured their scarcely-diminished light through the 
muslin blinds which alone were on the window. 

I now fell asleep, but was again disturbed by the clock, 
which struck the hour of three. I was hardly awake when 
I thought I heard a sort of stifled cry in George's room. I 
started up in bed and Ustened. There was no cry, but an 
extraordinary subdued noise, as if some one were pressing 
his bed with great force against the wall. Suddenly the 
child uttered one piercing shriek, and the movement of his 
bed became more violent In an instant I leaped on 
the floor and rushed into the child's room. I there wit- 
nessed a sight which, for a moment, and but for a moment, 
completely paralysed me. By the clear light of the moon I 
perceived my wife in her white night-dress leaning over the 
bed of the child. With one hand she was heavily pressing 
the pillow on its mouth, while with the other she firmly 
grasped his throat, the limbs of the poor child the while 
struggling fearfully. In a moment I seized Clara round the 
waist, and tore her away, though with great difficulty. 
She struggled violently; and all the force I was master 
of was hardly sufficient to effect my purpose. When I had 
fairly removed her from the bed, and when she found that I 
was the stronger of the two, she turned upon me and tore my 
face with her nails. I forced her into her own room, 
she struggling with all her might the while; and I suc- 
ceeded only through despair lending me strength, so violent 
was her resistance. 

When I had fairly got her into her own room, the night- 
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light she always burnt enabled me to see her face. The 
change in her features was truly horrible. The beautiful, 
mild look for which she was so celebrated, was changed 
into an expression far more like that of a tigress than of a 
human being. Her eyes glared at me with concentrated 
rage. With great difficulty I thrust ha: into an easy-chair, 
and held her hands tightly in my own. 

In the meantime the poor child, having recovered from his 
stupefied terror, set up a cry so piercing that it could be heard 
all over the house. " For God*s sake, Clara, calm yourself! ** 
I said ; '' the servants will be aroused, and in what a situation 
will they find you ! " I had hardly uttered the words when I 
heard the nurse's bedroom-door open, and immediately after- 
wards her footsteps could be distinguished on the stairs. I 
hastily threw a dressing-gown of my wife's over me, and 
lighting a candle by the night-lamp, went to meet the girl. 
She was much attached to George ; and when she entered the 
room she rushed direct to his bed, clasped him in her arms, 
and tried to soothe his terrors. I left them, and returned to 
my wife. She had subsided into a comatose state ; her eyes 
were open, but she saw not, and gave but little signs of life. 

By this time the other servants were aroused. I re- 
quested a footman to run for a medical man who resided 
in the neighbourhood. I then left my wife in charge of one 
of the female servants, and returned to my room to put 
on my own dressing-gown. When I took oflf my wife's, I 
found it stained with blood. I then caught sight of my face 
in the looking-glass, and found the blood trickling down from 
the violence of Clara's attack. I attempted for a moment 
to stop the bleeding, but my efforts were in vain, and I 
was obliged to let it take its course, as I was wanted in my 
wife's room. As I passed through George's room, the nxirse. 
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who was recovering from her first surprise, asked me the 
reason of the child's terror. At the moment I was utterly 
at a loss for an answer; but, after a few moments' reflec- 
rion,! I replied, that I supposed he must have had some 
dream which had frightened him ; that by his cry he had 
awakened both his mother and myself, and that we had 
rushed simultaneously into his room, when my wife was so 
overcome by the alarm that she fainted away. The girl 
appeared somewhat puzzled at the explanation, but she 
said nothing. 

The doctor at last arrived. The nurse and myself had 
contrived to get Clara into bed before his arrival, but she still 
continued in the same unconscious state. The doc tor remained 
with her all night The next'moming symptoms of a reaction 
came on, but very slowly. About eight o'clock he was obliged 
to leave us, having to see another patient. Before he quitted 
the house the nursemaid called his attention to little George. 
Not only was his mouth swollen as if by a blow, but there 
appeared blue marks as of fingers on each side of his throat. 
The doctor looked at me for an explanation, but I told him I 
could give him none ; what tale to invent I did not know. I 
noticed the nurse looking attentively the while at the marks 
Clara's violence had left on my face. The girl evidently sus- 
pected something, but I anxiously avoided any conversation 
with her. The doctor, after promising to send a lotion for 
the child's face, left us. I again entered Clara's bedroom, and 
found her rapidly recovering the use of her senses. When she 
saw me, the glance she gave me was exceedingly singular. 
Her face was half-buried in her pillow, so as easily to hide 
her eyes from me; but she watched me with the furtive 
glance of some wild animal — perfectly quiet and subdued, 
but terrified. I spoke to her kindly, but she would not 
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answer me. On the contrary, she turned her face more round 
upon her pillow, so as to avert her eyes from me entirely. 

I turned from the bed and found the nurse and housemaid 
exchanging most si^ificant glances, but with what intent 
I could not divine. Afterwards I heard them questioning 
George, who was a remarkably intelligent child, but he could 
give them no account of what had taken place. It seemed 
to have left the same effect upon the poor boy as that of 
a terrible dream. So far I was pleased, as the afiair now 
rested between my wife and myself. Still I was aware that 
there was a most unpleasant effect left on the minds of the 
servants, which greatly annoyed me ; but what caused me 
yet greater pain was the reserved and distant manner in 
which the medical man who was called in bore himself 
towards me. He evidently imagined tliat great violence 
had been used towards the child, and for some days I 
trembled lest he should bring the affair under the notice 
of the police authorities. Fortunately, if he ever conceived 
the intention, he did not carry it out 

I now had to resolve on my future plan of action. To 
allow George to remain in the custody of his mother was im- 
possible ; to give to the world my reason for removing him 
was equally so. Still, something had to be decided on. 
At last I resolved to place him under the care of a very 
respectable widow who kept a select preparatory school in 
' the neighbourhood. I gave out as an excuse that my wife's 
health was too delicate to allow her to support the fatigue 
and anxiety of looking after the child during our sojourn in 
Italy. Much as I wished my statement to be believed, and 
although I expressed myself as naturally as possible, I could 
not avoid noticing the cool and doubting manner in which 
my statements were received. Although it would now be 
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nearly a fortnight before we could leave England, in conse- 
quence of the fresh arrangements that had to be made, I 
resolved that Geoige should leave the house at once, to 
recondle his mother, as I pretended, to a gradual separation. 

Clara appeared to grieve greatly at the idea of being parted 
from her son, and, with all the cunning of a monomaniac, 
contrived to make others believe that her grief was genuine. 
With me her behaviour was very diflferent. When no others 
were present, she at first appeared cowed and degraded 
before me, although she had presence of mind enough to 
conceal it in the company of others. Afterwards, when we 
were alone, she appeared more composed and amiable, as 
if she wished to cancel from my memory, by her altered 
behaviour, the terrible shock I had received. Occasionally 
she would burst into tears, and then, throwing her arms 
round my neck, beseech me to have the same affection for 
her that I formerly had. She went rarely to see George, 
and when she did so, I was always in her company. I 
found, for it always occurred in my absence, that she con- 
tinued to express the most intense afifection for her son, 
and to deplore my resolution to place him at the school, and 
to prohibit her from taking him with us to Italy. 

As the time for our departure drew near, Clara got more 
depressed. She begged me in the most earnest manner, and 
unfortunately in the presence of the servants, to be allowed 
to take her son with us. Much as I wished to oblige her, 
I could not conceal from myself the idea that her wish was 
feigned. Even if it were not so, the terrible morbid desire 
for her son's destruction might again come over her. Clara 
at last gave such vent to her feelings, real or false, that I was 
more than ever determined to refuse her. She then flew 
into a violent passion, and upbraided me before others for 
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my cruelty. I would willingly have given way, but I had a 
duty to perform, and I was determined to do it. 

One morning as I was on the point of leaving home, she 
accosted me, and in a serious tone inquired if I intended 
still to be obdurate with her. I attempted for some time 
to reason with her, but finding all my arguments useless, 
I left the room. She followed me to the head of the stairs, 
and then said with much solemnity of manner — 

" This is the last time I will ask you, remember — ^Will 
you allow my child to go with me ? " 

"Clara," I replied,"you know the reason of my refusing you 
perfectly well. Much as it pains me, I cannot agree to it." 

" I will never ask you again," she answered, and imme- 
diately returned to her room. 

I dined that day in town. It was fully eleven o'clock be* 
fore I reached home, having spent some hours with a friend 
in the evening. During the day I had frequently thought 
over my morning conversation with Clara. I still determined 
to keep to my resolution, but I resolved to reason with her 
again on the propriety of my conduct It took me no little 
anxiety to frame the arguments which I intended to bring 
forward, in such a manner as not to hurt her feelings — to 
treat her with every possible kindness, and show that it was 
my love for her and her child, which led me to adopt the 
course I had taken. 

When I arrived at the house, my first object was to see 
Clara. Finding she was not in the drawing-room, I imme- 
diately went to her bedroom, but found the door locked. 
I knocked several times, but received no answer. Imagin- 
ing that she might have fallen asleep, I determined not to 
disturb her, but to wait till the morrow. On inquiring of 
her maid whether her mistress was indisposed, I received for 
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answer, " that she did not seem more so than usual ; that 
she had appeared very low-spirited during the morning, but 
in the afternoon she had rallied, and left the house for 
more than an hour ; and that she had retired to rest about 
nine o'clock, after having said she should require nothing 
more that evening." This information confirmed me in my 
resolution to postpone my interview, and I retired to bed. 

The next morning, as soon as I was dressed, I went to 
Clara's room. The door was stiU locked ; I knocked at it, 
but received no answer. Thinking she might perhaps be 
asleep, I determined not to disturb her till after I had 
breakfasted. When I had finished, I again went to her 
room and knocked at her door, but still got no answer. 
I repeated the knocking, each time louder than before, 
and I called her by her name ; but still the same silence. I 
was now convinced that her behaviour arose from ill-humour. 
Although I was very angry, I wished to avoid a scene, and 
went down-stairs to my study. I waited till it was noon, 
and I then rang for Clara's maid and inquired of her if she 
had seen her mistress. 

" No, sir, I have twice knocked at her door, but have got 
no answer." 

"Go again," I said, "and knock louder, and do not 
come down again till you have received an answer." 

The girl left me, and I heard her knock at Clara's door ; 
again and again she repeated it, but without receiving any 
answer. Now thoroughly alarmed, I joined the girl, and 
we knocked and called so loudly, that it would have been 
impossible for Clara not to have heard us ; but all remained 
still in the room. The girl's countenance showed her 
terror, and mine must have shown still more if it expressed 
only half what I felt At last I determined on making one 
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more cfTort Shaking the handle of the door violently, 
I exclaimed at the top of my voice, " Clara, if you do 
not immediately open the door, I will send for a lock- 
smith." 

We waited anxiously, but not a sound came in reply. 
By this time the other servants had joined us, and were 
waiting the result in breathless expectation. " William," I 
said to the footman, assuming a calm I did not feel, " go 
for a locksmith, and tell him to bring with him his tools to 
open the door. Go as quickly as you can, and bring him 
back with you.*' The man immediately left us. I was 
now so agitated that I found it impossible to maintain the 
calm I had assumed in the presence of the servants, and I 
went below to my study arid threw myself into a chair. 
I felt that some terrible misfortune was hanging over me, 
but of what sort or to what extent I could not imagine. 
In this state of terror I remained perhaps balf-an-hour, each 
succeeding moment appearing longer than the last. 

At length the footman returned with the locksmith, and 
we mounted the stairs together. After some little delay, the 
door was forced open, and we all rushed into the room and 
approached the bed. The first glance told all — Clara was 
a corpse ! Her eyes were nearly closed, and there was the 
unmistakeable pallid hue of death upon her countenance. 
Her head reposed naturally upon her pillow. One arm 
was stretched on the counterpane by her side, the other 
had fallen from the bed and pointed to the ground. Be- 
side the bed and immediately beneath her hand was a 
broken tumbler. 

All were silent I was so completely stunned that I was 
incapable of uttering a word, although I perfectly under- 
stood all I saw. The footman had already left the room to 
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go for the doctor, while the rest gathered round the bed, 
and, with astonishment and awe on their countenances, gazed 
at my dead wife. Still I spoke not, although I wished to 
speak. Suddenly I threw myself on my knees and attempted 
to pray. It was useless. I placed my face in my hands 
and remained in that position till I was aroused from my 
stupor by the doctor entering the room. In a moment he 
understood all. " She has been poisoned," he said to me, 
for I had now risen from my knees. " Where is the vial I 
sent last night ? Look for it ; I shall easily know it by the 
label on it." 

He took up the broken tumbler and smelt it. " There 
has been laudanum in this, and it never came from my 
house. Who gave it to her ?" he continued, looking suspi- 
ciously at me. " The vial must be found, and immediately 
too." After looking for a few moments about the room, 
the nursemaid found it on a chest of drawers. It had not 
been opened, but still had the paper wrapper on it 

"You had better inform the police of this," said the 
doctor to the footman. '' A coroner's inquest should be 
called immediately. I can do nothing ; she has been dead 
for hours." 

All this time I had remained silent. I felt that in the 
minds of those present the suspicion of a most terrible crime 
was rising against me, but I could not recover from my 
stupor. I could not even weep. My poor wife lay there 
a corpse, and I knew it I fully felt my loss, but not a 
tear was in my eye. At last the doctor said to me — 

" 1 cannot leave this room, sir, tiU this matter is put in 
tlie hands of the police." 

" Had you not better close her eyes, sir?" said one of the 
servants to him in an undertone. 
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" No, it is better to leave everything as it is till the police 
have seen the room." 

In a short time the footman returned with the inspector of 
police, who immediately commenced an examination of the 
rooms. 

" Where does this door lead to ?" he inquired, pointing 
to the one which opened into the dressing-room. 

The nurse informed him. 

" Is it locked ?" 

"It is, sir." 

" By whom was it locked — by your mistress ?" 

" No, sir, my master locked it about a week ago, when 
Master George was frightened one night, and it has never 
been opened since." 

I now began somewhat to recover from my stupor. The 
girl had told the truth. I had fastened the door to 
prevent Clara from entering the child's room, and had 
locked up the key, but I had quite forgotten the circum- 
stance. 

" Where is the key of the door?" inquired the inspector. 

" Master has it, I suppose," said the girl. 

This completely recovered me. I replied that I had for- 
gotten where I had placed the key, but I had no doubt I 
should soon find it. I remarked at the same time a curious 
look pass between those in the room. 

" What do you know of the affair, sir?" the inspector in- 
quired of the doctor. 

" Nothing more than that I found her quite dead, and 
had been so for hours, and that the broken tumbler had 
contained laudanum." 

" When did you see her last alive ?" 

" She called on me yesterday afternoon, to ask me to 
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give her something to revive her spirits, as she said she 
was in a very low state. She appeared to have been crying 
bitterly." 

" I will not ask you any questions, sir," said the inspector 
to me, " but you can make any remarks you please. In the 
first place, I must trouble you for the key of this door." 

I made no answer, but left the room, he following me. I 
went into my own room, he still keeping close to me. 
With some little difficulty I found the key. I had locked 
it up in my dressing-room. As I have said, the subject 
had totally escaped my memory. I knew that the door 
was locked, for I had tried it the evening before, but I 
thought it had been done by Clara. The inspector took 
the key from me without saying a word, and left the room. 
Clara's room was then cleared. She was to remain . in the 
position she was in till the coroner's inquest. The inspector 
told me that I could see her when I pleased, but only in 
the presence of a policeman he should leave on the premises. 

" There is so much here, sir," he said, " which I cannot 
imderstand, that I should not be doing my duty if I did 
not use all possible precaution." 

An inquest was held the next day, and to my utter horror I 
could perceive that there was a vague suspicion in the minds 
of the witnesses that I had murdered my wife. The whole 
of the circumstances, as far as the servants and the doctor 
knew, respecting George's alarm in the night, were brought 
forward. The marks on his throat were spoken of, as well as 
those which had been visible on his face. The fact of my 
refusing to allow the child to accompany my wife in her 
journey to Italy was also mentioned, as well as her bitter 
grief at my determination to leave him behind us. They 
all spoke of Clara as an excellent and fondly-attached 
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mother, who appeared to dote on her child. The fact of 
the dressing-room door being locked and the key in my 
possession, was likewise commented on. The doctor also 
mentioned the fact of my wife having called on him the 
day before her death, in great trouble, to ask for something 
to releave her lowness of spirits ; and the phial containing 
the draught he had prescribed was produced. No clue 
could be obtained as to the manner in which she had pro- 
cured the poison. Several other incidents were also spoken 
of, all tending to direct suspicion against me. 

The coroner summed up ; and the jury, after deliberating 
for some hours, returned an open verdict, " That the de- 
ceased died from the effects of taking laudanum ; but in 
what manner obtained, or by whom administered, there 
was no evidence to show." 

I felt this was tantamount to a verdict of murder against 
me, and all seemed to consider it almost in that light. I 
looked round me as soon as the jury had given it, and re- 
marked the defiant glances of all present directed towards 
me. Strong in my own innocence, I attempted to return 
their glance of defiance, but still I felt most deeply through 
my sorrow the injustice of the suspicion which hung over me. 

I had now to make preparations for the funeral. I sent 
for an undertaker, and told him to arrange everything. 
Even the usual execrable glibness of his craft was wanting 
in the man. Though he took the order, his reserved, 
cold manner showed that he also considered me as a 
murderer. I found, also, that the house was watched by 
the police ; and I was told that an inquiry would soon be 
set on foot for the purpose of throwing some light on the 
matter. I had written to an aunt of Clara's, informing her 
of the death of her niece, and I described to her the manner 
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in which it had occurred. I also invited her to attend 
the funeral ; and she arrived the day before it was to take 
place. She at first showed great coldness towards me, but 
after she had read the report of the inquest her behaviour 
became most violent She accused me openly of being an 
assassin, and threatened that she would not quit me till she 
had seen that justice had been done to her murdered niece. 
She told me, also, that if I dared to follow Clara to the 
grave, she would accompany me, and proclaim to every one 
that I was the murderer of my wife. 

I tried in vain to calm the virago ; all my efforts were 
useless. I left the house rather than be tortured by her 
reproaches, and I spent the night on the sofa at my 
chambers. The next morning, I found that a man in plain 
clothes, who was evidently a policeman, had been on 
duty on the staircase all night ; so at least I was informed 
by the porter, who cast a significant surly glance on me as 
he spoke. I went home, determining that I would expel 
Clara's aunt from the house, and set at defiance the threats 
she had made. I found her and told her my determina- 
tion, but she refused to leave. I sent for the police ; but 
they would riot interfere. Irritated beyond endurance, and 
miserable in the extreme, I locked myself in my bed-room, 
determining not to leave it until the funeral was ready. 

In about an hour's time, the dull noise made by the 
undertaker's men recalled me to the necessity of bracing 
myself up for the occasion. Sorrowful as their preparations 
made me, anxiety as to the probable behaviour of Clara's 
aunt was perhaps the predominant feeling in my mind. 
Half-an-hour before the time of leaving the house, I quitted 
my bedroom, and entering the dining-room found there the 
only other mourner, the doctor. He received me with a 
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Stem civility, and when I put out my hand to shake hands 
with him, he pretended not to see it. 

The undertaker entered, and, after putting the crape on 
the hats and fastening the cloaks, told us the carriage was 
ready. As I left the room with the doctor, I heard the 
hearse move off as we passed along. Arrived in the hall, 
I saw before me the tall, gaunt figure of Clara's aunt 
Stretching out her arm and pointing at me, she exclaimed — 

'^ That man has murdered my niece, and has attempted 
to murder her child." 

I attempted to pass her without answer, but it was 
impossible. She placed herself directly in my way, and 
repeated the words she had made use of, adding that I 
should never leave the house if she had strength enough to 
prevent it. Enraged, I rushed at her and atteippted to 
thrust her aside ; but passion had given her force, and I 
could not move her. The undertaker and his men inter- 
fered, and the doctor, scandalised at the scene, requested 
me to speak a word with him in private. We retired for a 
moment into the study. 

" You must be aware," he said, " of the unpleasant sus- 
picion which is abroad concerning the death of your wife, 
and the rumour of the attempt upon the life of her child. 
For my part, I make no remark on the subject ; but let me 
advise you to abstain from following the corpse to the 
grave. You see how determined that woman is, and a most 
unpleasant scene will be the result if you persist. I can 
easily understand your wish to pay a last mark of respect 
to your wife ; but if you remain here I will bear witness of 
your wish to attend the funeral, and that it was uo fault of 
yours that you did not." 

The undertaker also argued in the same manner. I was 
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aware at the same time that the violent woman was waiting 
to meet me. I reluctantly resolved to follow the advice 
the doctor had given me, and to remain at home. 

I did not quit my room till evening; I then left the 
house, intending to see George. On my road I found I was 
followed. I knocked at the door. The servant who opened 
it looked at me with curiosity and aversion. She showed 
me into the parlour, and a few minutes afterwards her 
mistress entered. Her manner, showed her aversion to my 
presence, as clearly as that of her servant had done before her. 

I told her I wished to see George. 

** He is now in bed,** she replied ; " but though it were 
otherwise, I could not allow you to see him. A lady has 
been here to-day who told me I was on no account to do so, 
as proceedings were being instituted to deprive you of his 
guardianship. I have consulted my solicitor, and he advises 
me to allow no one to see or interfere with him till the law 
has designated the individual who shall have legal authority 
over him." 

Here was another blow. I had always been fond of the 
child, and was his legal guardian. His mother's property 
descended to him; but who could ever accuse me of a 
dishonest action? That insult might at least have been 
spared me. 

Finding the schoolmistress was inexorable, I left the 
house and went home. The next morning I determined 
on a different plan of action. I sent for the inspector of 
police, and he soon attended. I told him it was my in- 
tention to sell the house and furniture by public auction. 
I inquired if he, on the part of the police, had any objection 
to make or suggestion to offer, as I wished to afford him 
every opportunity in my power. 
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He told me candidly that he was ordered to keep a strict 
watch upon my movements, but he was not authorised to 
go beyond that. He suggested that if I contemplated a 
sale, I should allow a fortnight or so to pass over before 
it took place, as it would show I was willing to allow time 
for further inquiry. 

I readily met his views, and, more than that, told him I 
would leave the house in the care of the police till the time 
of sale. I immediately gave over the keys to him, and 
then, in his presence, I packed up a portmanteau and left 
the house, telling him, what he knew perfectly well, the 
address of my chambers. 

I gave instructions to an auctioneer to sell the house and 
furniture, and I then began to think more collectedly on 
my position. The calmer the view I took of it, the worse 
it appeared. I found I was still watched by the police. 
All my friends turned their backs on me; some, indeed, 
went so far as candidly to decline my acquaintance. I 
appeared to have no one left in the world who sympathised 
with me or cared for me. At last I found that proceedings 
were being instituted to deprive me of the guardianship of 
George. I attended in court when the cause came on. I 
heard myself described as a person in whose custody the 
poor child's life might be in danger. Every term of 
reproach short of abuse was hurled at me, and the judge 
evidently considered that the barrister was not overstepping 
the bounds of propriety. Seated in court was Clara's aunt, 
watching the proceedings. She looked at me with a stem, 
grim satisfaction when any insult or unjust remark was 
uttered in reference to me. Her continued glances at me 
drew the eyes of the bystanders on me, and I found an ex- 
pression of aversion on the faces of them all. I remained 
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in court till the persecution became intolerable, and I then 
rushed wildly away from it. 

Once in the open air, a feeling of reckless defiance came 
over me. Every person I met I looked sternly in the face, 
and every look I gave appeared to be answered by another, 
which seemed to tell that the individual suspected who I was. 
I hurried on, not caring whither I went, and treating with 
contemptuous anger the insulting remarks my behaviour 
elicited. Still I walked on. When evening arrived, I found 
myself in the vicinity of Kensington Gardens. I thought 
that there I might find solitude, and I entered. "You 
will not have time to be long here," said the gatekeeper ; 
"we close in half-an-hour." I paid no attention to his 
remarks, but still hurried on, choosing the least-frequented 
spots I could find. 

The idea came over me, that if I could stay inside all 
night, I might there at least be at peace. It was a lovely 
summer's evening, and all nature seemed hushed in repose. 
Everything was at rest, save myself. I hid in a clump of 
trees, and remained there till it was quite dark. I then 
came out, as I was sure the gates would now be closed. If 
the calmness of the scene made me forget some irritating 
circumstances, it by no means soothed my spirits. I 
wandered slowly about, unable even for a moment to fix 
my thoughts on any one subject. 

The moon rose, and I saw more clearly around me. At 
last I strolled near the bridge over the Serpentine, and 
gazed at the water. As I looked, a horrible fascination 
came over me and drew me towards it. As I went on 
the attraction seemed to increase. Something appeared to 
whisper, that once under that water, all misery would be 
over. I fully knew the sin of the thought, but I could not 
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resist it. As I stood by the parapet gazing at the water, 
the fascination each moment became stronger. A moment 
more and it would have dragged me over. Suddenly the 
whole force of the iniquity I was about to commit came 
clearly on my mind. I raised my eyes to heaven, my hands 
still on the parapet of the bridge. 

" O my God," I exclaimed, "save me from this great sin ! 
Give me courage to bear the burden which for other sms 
Thou hast justly placed upon me. Consider my weakness, 
and help me to overcome this temptation, for it is too great 
for me to bear. Help me in Thy great mercy, for my misery 
crushes me. Father, dear Father, be merciful unto me !" 

My prayer was heard, and the horrible fascination vanished. 
I stood with my eyes raised to heaven in gratitude. I took 
my hands from the stone parapet, and placed them on my 
face. Tears came to my relief, and they came abundantly. 
The feeling of calm increased within me. I felt almost 
happy. Something more than earth seemed to give me 
consolation. The feeling increased. I felt some heavenly 
power shedding peace around me. More and more distinct 
the sensation grew, and as I dropped my hands from my 
face, the feeling which tells us that some one unseen is 
near to us, came over me. It became more and more 
distinct, till I knew that an invisible being stood at my 
left side. It was the same sensation which years before 
I had experienced after Ellen's death, when crossing 
Salisbury Plain, and yet I had hardly given a thought to 
Ellen for years. There, however, she was as distinct as 
formerly. I knew it was her spirit, though no mute con- 
versation now passed between us. The only word I felt she 
uttered was " Peace ! peace !" Motionless as a statue, I 
tood for hoturs on the same spot, happy, thrice happy in 
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the society of one I knew to be an angel. I turned not my 
head — I spoke not a word — I was there as one entranced. 
My angel stood by my side as motionless as myself, and as 
speechless, save for the mute words, "jPeace! peace !" We 
remained there till the pure dawn appeared, when my angel 
seemed to melt in it. When the day had fairly broken, she 
had gone. 

I returned to town, and again attended the court to hear 
the case argued. I there found Clara's aunt. The same 
diabolical expression was on her countenance, yet nobody 
seemed to think it extraordinary ; while every one who was 
near me, regarded me, if not with aversion, yet evidently 
with surprise, as if astonished that I should have the 
audacity to appear in the light of day. I can now believe 
that I might have been to a certain extent deceived in this, 
and that their astonishment was caused by my agitated 
appearance, my pallid face, and disordered dress ; for I had 
gone direct from the gardens to the court. 

The case terminated, and the judges reserved their de- 

« 

cision till a future day. In the meantime, George was to 
remain in the care of the lady with whom he was then 
residing. As I lefl the court, Clara's aunt cast on me the 
same look of deadly animosity I had received from her on 
the morning of the funeral day. Had it occurred to me the 
day before, it would have wounded me deeply; but the 
soothing effect of the previous evening was still over me, 
and I forgave her. 

I now went to the auctioneer who was to sell my furniture. 
I was told that he was from home, but was expected shortly 
to return, and I could wait if I pleased. The clerk who had 
answered had on his countenance the same look of astonish- 
ment which I had noticed on the faces of those I saw in 
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court. Several persons went in and out of the office while I 
stayed, but they all regarded me with the same expression. 
One, after he had looked at me with some sympathy, appa- 
rently mixed with surprise, addressed a question in a whisper 
to the clerk, who replied to him at some length, but in so 
low a tone that I could not catch what he uttered. I was 
convinced, however, that he was speaking of me. 

'^ Oh,** said the gentleman on leaving, and casting on me a 
glance of dislike as he spoke, " Banquo's ghost, I suppose." 

I felt no annoyance at the insult, but sat quietly in my 
place. Shortly afterwards the auctioneer came in. In 
reply to my inquiry, he told me that all was prepared, that 
the advertisements and posting-bills were out, and that the 
sale would be held that day fortnight During the time he 
spoke, the same look of surprise was on his countenance 
that I had noticed on the others. 

I left him, and determined on going to my chambers for 
the purpose of getting some refreshment, for I had had no 
breakfast. On my way, I saw two or three persons reading 
a newspaper placard in front of a bookseller's window. 
I mechanically stopped to look at it. The chief articles 
of interest the paper contained were printed in large letters. 
Among them I noticed — " Further particulars of the mys- 
terious death of Mrs. . Singular discovery tending to 

its solution." 

" I hope the scoundrel will be hanged," said one of the 
readers. 

" Hanging is too good for him by half," said his companion. 

I felt no anger at these remarks, but proceeded to my 
chambers. As I passed the porter's lodge I requested 
him to send my laundress to me with my breakfast I 
entered my rooms ; all appeared in order, as if I had been 
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expected. I threw myself into my easy-chair, thoroughly 
exhausted, and endeavoured to collect my thoughts. I 
determined, if possible, to support with patience the terrible 
misfortune under which I was. suffering. I addressed a 
short but humble prayer to the Almighty for his support. 
A calm so delightful came over me, that I felt almost happy. 
By degrees it concentrated itself into the certainty that 
beside my chair stood some being invisible to me, who was 
watching over me. So perfect was my knowledge of the 
fact, that I could distinguish it standing by my left side. 
One arm was thrown over the back of my chair, while 
the head bent over me. Gradually the identity became 
clear, and I recognised Ellen. She did not now confine 
herself to the one word, " Peace ! peace ! " but she con- 
versed with me plainly and eloquently, though not a word 
was spoken. She reminded me how light my punishment 
would be if I had but resignation to His will ; how perfect 
His justice was ; and that whatever misery I myself suffered, 
I should be compensated for it a thousandfold. She spoke 
also of another whose virtues were perfect, and who un- 
justly suffered. She told me to imitate His resignation with 
all the strength I had, and I should be supported in pro- 
portion to my resignation. Gently were her dear consola- 
tions poured over my senses ; and I was enjoying a hap- 
piness which the happiest might have envied, when all was 
broken by the entrance of the servant with my breakfast. 
The woman passed close by my left side, utterly uncon- 
scious of the terrible misery she caused me. I rose from 
my chair, and giving way to an ungovernable fury, I 
upbraided her with every imprecation which passion could 
find language for. The woman appeared perfectly astonished, 
and attempted an apology. But my rage made me deaf to 

G 
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her excuses. It seemed as if Satan had taken possession of 
my soul, and had determined on destroying what of heaven 
was left within me. At last I brutally seized the woman by 
the shoulders, and thrust her out of the room, she screaming 
loudly the while. 

I again returned to my room, and threw myself into my 
easy-chair. I waited anxiously for the return of the spirit 
of Ellen ; but she came not I remained in the same posi- 
tion for some hours — ^my breakfast remaining untasted on 
the table. Suddenly my attention was aroused by some one 
at the outer door trying to enter. I immediately went to see 
who it might be, and found it was a messenger from the 
poUce court with a summons for me to attend there in three 
days' time, to answer a charge of assault preferred against 
me by my laundress. I had no alternative, so I promised 
to attend. 

That evening I again spent in Kensington Gardens ; but 
I received no visit from Ellen. The next day I wandered 
disconsolately about the streets till I was exhausted, and 
then returned to my room. I again threw myself into my 
easy-chair, and waited anxiously /or Ellen ; but she came 
not 

The day arrived for the summons to be heard, and I 
attended at the police court. I felt terribly ashamed at the 
position which my ungovernable temper had placed me in. 
At last I determined upon trying whether it would not be 
possible to effect a compromise with the woman, as well as 
to apologise to her for my brutal conduct I turned round 
to find her, but she was not in court I was just leaving, 
expecting that she would be outside, when a faint sensation 
of Ellen's presence came over me ; but it was broken by a 
man passing so close to my left side as almost to push 
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me against the wall. In an instant tny fury returned, and I 
loudly and angrily upbraided him for his rudeness. The 
magistrate, indignant at my interruption, immediately 
ordered me to be turned out of court, and his order was 
directly carried into effect 

The woman's case was called in a little time. She stated 
her complaint, and I had no defence to make. The 
magistrate rebuked me severely, stating that it was clear 
from my behaviour that day in court, that I was an ill- 
conditioned, quarrelsome fellow. He regretted he had not 
the power to punish me as I deserved, but he would im- 
pose on me the heaviest penalty the law would allow. I 
immediately paid the fine, and then left the court 

Several days passed over, but no visit from Ellen. I was 
alone and desolate in the vast metropolis. None who 
knew me would converse with me, and strangers, as I 
passed them, r^arded me with aversion. My temper, 
instead of improving, became more irritable; and I was 
perpetually quarrelling with those I met for passing too 
close to my left side, for it was there I expected to find 
Ellen. 

The day before the sale arrived, I determined to visit my 
home once more. I did so, and wandered sad and lonely 
through the rooms. I remained there till dark, wishing to 
leave the house without being recognised. I succeeded, 
though with some difficulty. After I had gone a short 
distance, I turned round and gazed upon the house. All 
the circumstances connected with it, all the various episodes 
of my life while dwelling in it, came crowding on my 
memory. My eyes filled with tears, and my heart sank 
within me, as I turned away from it. Suddenly the well- 
known calm came over me, and in a moment I felt happy. 
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The sensation became more distinct ; and as I walked on I 
found that the spirit of Ellen accompanied me, advancing as 
I advanced. The long distance before me was forgotten. 
I took a by-road, so that I might avoid the driver of the 
carriage which had brought me, and continue my road to 
London on foot. Oh, how happy I was that night ! As 
we proceeded we mutely conversed. Every sentiment, every 
consolation she offered me, was that of an angel. I began 
to blame myself for repining at my misfortunes, when they 
led to such happiness. I accused myself of ingratitude, 
and I thanked Heaven for the bliss I was then enjoying. 
Onwards we went — ^mile after mile was passed, and yet, weak 
as I was, I felt not the least fatigue. When morning broke, 
I found myself in the suburbs of London. I regretted 
that the night had terminated so soon, and that the way 
had not been longer. When I had reached,my chambers, I 
felt no sensation of weariness. Nor had I any inclination for 
sleep. So I threw myself into my chair, and reflected on the 
happiness I had enjoyed. That day I received the intelli- 
gence that the judges had decided I was not to continue the 
guardian of George. I hardly felt the blow, so perfect was 
my resignation. 

Day after day passed, and with the exception of the 
extreme annoyance I felt when any one approached too 
near to my left side, nothing occurred particularly worthy 
of remark. Many of my friends who had avoided me 
now again began to speak to me, particularly two or three 
members of the bar. They often addressed me with great 
kindness. They proved to me that the severe shocks 
I had received had occasioned too great a stress on the 
mind, and that I ought to be careful of myself. At last 
they proposed that I should submit myself to the care of 
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an eminent physician, learned in cases of the kind. He 
considered that two or three months' seclusion would com- 
pletely re-establish my health, and I could then again 
resume my profession. 

At first I rejected the advice, but upon further considera- 
tion I determined to follow it. I was, I confess, prin- 
cipally induced to follow the advice from the reflection that, 
being in seclusion, I should have more frequent oppor- 
tunities of meeting Ellen than I would have if I remained 
in London. My friends kindly took upon themselves the 
task of making the necessary arrangements, and the result 
was, that I became an inmate of this asylum. 

Poor Mainwaring's narrative had interested me greatly ; 
but although I wished to ask him many further particulars 
respecting it, he was so exhausted by th^ exertion he had 
made that I left him for that morning, determining to 
obtain from him at some other opportunity more information 
on those points which appeared to me obscure or unsatis- 
factory. I did not, however, see him again for some days, 
as a change in the weather had confined him to the house, 
and he now no longer, owing to his infirm state, mixed with 
the other patients. At last, a fine dry day again induced 
him to leave his room, and I resolved to profit by the oppor- 
tunity it gave me. 

He had already seated himself on the same bench when 
I perceived him. Few as had been the days since we had 
met, they had left visible traces of their passage on his 
person. Not a particle of colour was in his face, except a 
sharply-defined red spot on each cheek. His hands were 
so thin, they seemed almost transparent. The little exertion 
necessary for him to traverse the distance from the house 
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had terribly fatigued him, and he looked as though he 
would not have been able to hold himself erect, had it not 
been for a staff which he had in his hand. Death had so 
plainly set his seal upon him, that I felt nothing short of a 
miracle could keep him on earth till the day he had pre- 
dicted, the 14th of November. When he saw me approach, 
he beckoned to me to take a seat by his side. I did so, of 
course taking care as to the side on which I seated myself. 
After the first greeting was over, he abruptly inquired of me 
how I thought he looked. I was puzzled what to answer, 
and he easily understood me. 

" You think I look much worse," he said, smiling ; *' and 
you do not believe I shall live as long as I stated." 

I tried to answer, but could not. 

" I perfectly understand you," he continued. " You are 
right, I shall not live till November. Ellen has informed 
me that my prayers have been heard, and that on her next 
visit I shall leave this world with her. When it will be, of 
course I cannot tell ; but I am anxiously waiting for it" 

" Have you often met her since you have been residing 
here as a patient?" 

" Very often ; and, doubtless, her visits would have been 
more frequent, had it not been for my infirmity of temper. 
For example, after my angry and uncourteous behaviour to 
you on the day of your arrival, I was for many days 
without a visit from her. When I remain in peace and 
good-win towards all men, her visits are frequent; but, 
as I said before, after an outbreak of ill-temper, I have 
always had to remain till prayer and repentance have 
absolved me." 

" But, knowing the penalty, why. do you not restrain your 
temper?" 
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" My dear fellow, if you only knew what inexpressible 
happiness I derive from her visits, you would easily under 
stand my sorrow at even a remote probability of her being 
disturbed ; for she never comes when any one is near me 
on my left side. I cannot explain it, but there exists some 
occult sympathy which draws my thoughts alway to the side 
she is accustomed to stand at. But all is now nearly 
finished ; her next visit will be her last, and I shall then be 
happy." 

" But," I remarked, " there is still a serious question to 
be asked Are you prepared to die ?" 

" I trust that, with my Redeemer's assistance, I shall be 
found so. It would be utterly at variance with the justice 
of the Almighty to imagine that one of His angels might 
visit me and comfort me in my affliction, and that yet my 
hope of heaven might be doubtful. No, sinner as I am, 
sinner as I have been, I feel the Divine bounty to be 
boundless, and I am certain that the misery I have suffered 
on earth will be taken into account when the catalogue of 
my sins is called for. As you are now the only friend I 
have in this world, be with me at my parting. Let my 
last glance of earth be the face of a friend ; my first 
sensation of heaven, the companionship of the angel 
who has so kindly watched over me, and whom when 
she was on earth I so fondly loved." 

I readily promised him that I would certainly be with 
him. An assistant then came to him and informed him that 
the doctor considered it would be better for him not to 
remain longer in the cold air ; so we parted. 

Soon afterwards, he became too ill to leave his room. I 
spent more than an hour with him each morning. He sank 
daily. One thing particularly preyed upon my mind, and 
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that was, whether it was right on my part to allow him to 
die with such an absurd delusion or to persuade him, if 
possible, of its folly. I wished tp adopt the latter course ; 
but nevertheless it appeared cruel on my part to destroy the 
happiness which the illusion caused him. I, however, re- 
solved to consult the doctor on the subject. 

" You will do no good," he said ; " the delusion is too 
firmly grafted on his mind to be eradicated at the eleventh 
hour. Depend upon it, also, that the justice and bounty 
of the Almighty are too perfect to count that as a sin 
which is simply a misfortune. Let me advise you not to 
interfere in the matter." 

I promised to follow his advice, and although I was, 
on more than one occasion, sorely tempted to the con- 
trary, I kept the promise I had made. 

About ten days after our last interview in the garden, 
the nurse called me up one night and requested me to 
go immediately to Mr. Mainwaring's room, as he was 
evidently sinking fast. She did not, she said, expect he 
would live the night through. I hurried after her, and 
found her statement but too true — he was dying. He 
was lying on his back; his thin anhs, extended, were 
»upon the counterpane ; and his face was somewhat turned 
towards the left side of the bed. He was still conscious. 
He turned his head partially round when he heard me 
enter, and gave me a smile of recognition, but said nothing. 
I doubt whether he had sufficient strength left to speak. I 
stood at the foot of the bed, and the nurse at the right side. 
The night-light burnt dimly, and all around us was as still as 
the grave which the poor fellow was shortly to repose in. 
For more than two hours we remained motionless and silent. 
Suddenly Mainwaring's respiration seemed to cease; he 
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partially raised his head from the pillow, and stretched his 
arms upwards for a moment, as if to embrace some person 
leaning over him. His head then sunk quietly back, his arms 
fell by his side — and poor Mainwaring had joined his first 
love. 




CHAPTER VI. 

THE TWO GOVERNESSES. 

{MONG the guests at table on the day of my arrival 
was a tall, lady-like, and rather elderly woman, of 
a somewhat foreign aspect I afterwards found 
that she was a native of France, but had been so many years 
in England that only the slightest trace of her foreign origin 
was to be detected in her accent. Mme. Reumont had a 
most amiable expression of countenance, and I afterwards 
found out that her countenance was a faithful mirror of her 
mind. During dinner I conversed with her occasionally. 
She was evidently well educated, and she spoke on every 
subject brought forward with so much good sense, that not 
the slightest appearance of insanity of any kind could be 
detected in it Had it not been for a certain marked 
prudery she exhibited, a certain rigid, governess-like pro- 
priety of manner in choosing her expressions, she would 
have pleased me immensely; but the certainty that she 
was talking for effect, that, in French theatrical phrase, 
the rampe was always before her, considerably impaired 
the impression she would otherwise have made upon me. 
She retired early from the dinner-table; but I saw her 
again for a short time at Mrs. Meadows's tea-table in 
the evening. For the next three or four days we met 
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regularly at dinner ; but nothing on either occobion was 
elicited from her to make me change the opinion I had first 
formed of her. 

About a week after our first acquaintance, I had occasion 
to change my mind with respect to her sanity. I was 
obliged to admit that in her case also her friends had acted 
with discretion in placing her under restraint. This was 
not on account of any danger which might have been caused 
by her being at large, but because of the ridicule to which 
she would have been exposed when giving way to the ex- 
traordinary delusion under which she was labouring. 

After breakfast one morning, I visited the attic story of 
the house, the division of the front rooms of which, as I 
have already stated, had been removed for the purpose of 
forming a corridor for the patients' exercise in cold, windy, 
or wet weather. When I entered, I found it empty, and its 
silence pleased me. I do not remember what induced me 
to go there that morning, for the weather was fine. Perhaps 
it was to indulge in a little solitude, or possibly to enjoy 
the extensive view got from the windows. My attention 
was presently attracted to perhaps a score of lads, who 
were being drilled as recruits for the militia, under the 
instructions of a drill-sergeant. From their extraordinarily 
clumsy manner and ungainly appearance, I should imagine 
that it was their first or second day of training. I watched 
them for some time, for their blunders afforded me con- 
siderable amusement. Presently I heard some one near 
me as if in great grief. On turning round, I found at an 
adjoinmg window Mme. Reumont, with her elbow on the 
sill, and her head placed on her hand, weeping bitterly. 

Surprised and somewhat alarmed, I immediately ap- 
proached her. I wished to offer her some consolation ; 
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but I feared that if I asked her the cause of her grief, I 
might be guilty of some indiscretion. As soon as she 
was aware that I was beside her, she raised her head, 
her eyes suffused with tears, and pointed her hand to the 
militiamen exercising on the common. She attempted to 
speak, but her grief prevented her. She remained thus for 
a few moments. At last, words came to her relief. " Ah," 
she said, ^* in how short a time will not one of these men 
be alive !" I could not dispute the point, but, while admit- 
ting its truth, I could not imagine why it should afflict 
her so terribly, as, in point of age, she might easily have 
been the mother of the oldest man among them. However, 
I begged that she would not distress herself on such a 
matter, as it was a fate from which neither of us could 
possibly escape. 

Although she did not attempt to dispute my reasoning, it 
did not appear to afford her the slightest consolation. In 
fact, the certainty of her own death and mine seemed to be 
matters of indifference to her ; but she still pointed to the 
militiamen, and gazed at them with expressions of intense and 
genuine sorrow on her countenance. At last, I succeeded in 
getting her away from the window, and was on the point of 
leading her down-stairs, when we met the doctor. 

"Mme. Reumont," he said, somewhat angrily, "you 
know I have often requested you never to go into the 
upper corridor ; and you have promised me to follow my 
advice. When I trust those under my care, I have the habit 
of placing the most implicit reliance in them ; and it annoys 
me greatly to find myself deceived.'' 

" I really am very sorry, doctor," she said ; " but pray 
pardon me ; I could not help it. As soon as I heard the 
voice of the sergeant, the attraction became greater than I 
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could resist ; but I will endeavour in future to show more 
resolution. Pray, excuse it this time." 

The doctor bowed somewhat coolly ; and at that moment 
a female assistant coming up, Mme. Reumont left us, and 
went to her room. 

" You would greatly oblige me," said the doctor, as soon 
as we were by ourselves, "if you would persuade Mme. 
Reumont to leave the corridor whenever you find her 
there, especially when any of the militia are exercising on 
the common, as it invariably brings on a relapse." 

"But," I inquired, "in what way can Aat influence 
Ker? Has she lost any one dear to her who was in the 
army, that the sight of a few soldiers, and such clumsy 
recruits as those, should have so tiying an efiect upon her 
feelings ? " 

" I am sorry to say that there is nothing of the romantic 
in her case to raise your sympathy. Never was there one 
within these walls whose malady had a more commonplace 
origin. Poor Mme. Reumont, from the time she was sixteen 
years of age till the last few years, has been a governess. 
For the first ten years she was in a ladies' school. She then 
left it to take charge of the preparatory education of a Httle 
boy, the son of a widowed Irish nobleman. Shortly after 
her arrival, he married again. His second wife had a family 
rapidly, but they were all boys. As Mme. Reumont was 
much liked, (understand, the Mme. is only brevet rank, for 
she is still unmarried,) she continued in her situation, and the 
education of all these sons was confided to her care till they 
had reached ten or eleven years of age, when they were sent lo 
school. Although the nobleman had during his first wife's life- 
time resided constantly on his estate, the second found that 
the climate did not agree with her health,and,in consequence. 
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his lordship was generally absent from Ireland the greater 
part of the year, leaving to Mme. Reumont the charge of the 
children, and that of the house to an old female servant who 
had been bred upon the estate. The mansion, or rather the 
castle, was situated in a barren and almost desolate part of 
Ulster. Nothing could be more dull or uninteresting than 
the life poor Mme. Reumont led during the absence of his 
lordship. The population, not only in the immediate neigh- 
bourhood, but for miles round, was exceedingly small, and 
among them there was not one gentleman's family. The 
natural gaiety of the poor Frenchwoman, and her facility to 
adapt herself to all situations, would soon have induced her 
to seek for acquaintances among the more respectable tenants 
on his lordship's estate, had it not been that his lordship's 
ideas, and still more, her ladyship's, were exceedingly aris- 
tocratic, and Mme. Reumont was forbidden to associate with 
their neighbours^ lest the children might acquire vulgar, 
common habits, at variance with the position which they were 
destined to occupy. Miserable as this snobbism appeared to 
Mme. Reumont, she was obliged to obey orders. It was also 
impossible for her to form intimacies with the domestics of 
the establishment; and the result was that the poor woman, 
being in the midst of a certain society, was obliged to pass 
her life in a sort of solitary confinement, totally unreheved, 
except by her duties to her young pupils. They, of course, 
were no intimates for her, and the poor Frenchwoman sub- 
mitted in silence and resignation to the almost insupportable 
solitude of her existence, only made bearable by the know- 
ledge that out of her earnings she was able largely to contri- 
bute to the maintenance of an aged mother who resided in 
a village in Lorraine. But this life of seclusion, so adverse 
to her taste and temperament, did not pass without its own 
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effects on her mind, which at last began to sink under it. 
At first she concealed the depressing effect with great reso- 
lution, but the very effort which the concealment required 
brought on a still greater weakness. How it occurred that 
the disease took the particular tiun it did, it is impossible 
to say ; but it seems to have settled itself upon the most 
wearisome portion of her duties. One great wish of his 
lordship was, that his children should have a good classical 
education. To obtain this the more certainly, Mme. Reumont 
was especially directed to instruct them in the first prin- 
ciples of Latin grammar and to impart a somewhat more 
extended knowledge of Greek and Roman history. It was 
upon Greek history that her mind appeared first to give way ; 
perhaps, firom the insupportable monotony of year after 
year going over it with her seven pupils — about as dis- 
tasteful a task as could well be imagined to a lively 
Frenchwoman, confined almost like a prisoner in a solitary 
Irish mansion. The cause which brought the malady to 
a crisis I cannot trace ; but at last the poor woman's 
delusion centred itself in the belief that she was the Persian 
tyrant Xerxes. This crisis of the malady was perhaps 
brought on by the news of the sudden death of her mother, 
to whom it appears she was much attached. At all events, 
it developed itself in that form a few months after she heard 
the news. Her eccentricities, when she first imagined herself 
to be the Eastern despot, were so absurd that she was 
obliged to be placed in strict confinement. By attention 
and kindness the malady has much abated; indeed, it hardly 
ever appears now unless some unlucky allusion is made to 
Greek history, or when she sees some of those imfortunate 
militiamen exercising, when it immediately returns." 

I told the doctor the remark she had made on the antici- 
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pated death of the soldiers, which she had evidently taken 
from a school edition of the Greek history. 

" Precisely so," he said ; " and for that reason I wish you 
would always, if possible, prevent her from going into the 
corridor when those recruits are at their exercise." 

"But who pays for her residence here?" I inquired. 
" Has she any property of her own ? " 

" Not a shilling. His lordship and two of her elder 
pupils, who are now out in the world with good Govern- 
ment appointments, each contribute something to her main- 
tenance, and I have no doubt they will continue to do so as 
long as she lives." 

We missed Mme. Reumont from the dinner-table for 
two or three days. When she again made her appearance, 
she seemed uneasy and confused at first However, the 
feeling appeared gradually to leave her; apd. before the 
termination of the meal, she had completely recovered her- 
self, and was as conversational and amiable as ever. I 
much wished to reason with her afterwards on her absurd 
delusion, but refrained from fear of anno)dng her. Indeed, 
it would have been most uncharitable on my part to have 
caused her any pain or uneasiness; for a more amiable 
woman than she was it would be difficult indeed to meet. 

About six months after I had taken up my residence at 
the hall, another lady joined our party, also a governess. 
Miss Mortimer, the new-comer, was an Englishwoman, be- 
tween forty and fifty years of age. Although she was lady- 
like in manner, and rather good-looking, from the first moment 
I saw her I took a great dislike to her. Through her plausible 
manner, there was apparent a fawning, cat-like duplicity, 
which told that, while she could put forward the velvet paw, 
it contained, at the same time, scarcely concealed, some 
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hidden claws. I was not deceived in the opinion I had 
formed of her; a more fawning, false, selfish creature 
never existed, I believe. Indeed, I am persuaded that her 
malady originally arose from the accumulated selfishness 
in which, through the course of her life, she had indulged. 
Her plausible manner she had acquired during her career 
as a governess. She had been for many years in the family 
of an English nobleman, whose daughters she had educated, 
and who at his death had left her an annuity of ^^200 a 
y^ar. As soon as she was at liberty to indulge without 
restraint the utter selfishness of her disposition she did 
so, and withso much ardour, that she made herself an 
object of ridicule to all who knew her. 

I am unable to trace the history of her insanity up from 
the simply ridiculous to monomania ; but to that point it 
at last arrived. When she made her appearance among us, 
she was laboiuing under the delusion that she was made 
of glass, and that the slightest accident that might occur to 
her, or the slightest blow that she might receive, would in- 
fallibly cause her to split 

As soon as the doctor had informed us of her delusion, 
we understood the cause of the singular appearance 
she made when she first presented herself at our table. 
Although well and even richly dressed, there was about her 
an appearance of being " made up," especially in bulk, to 
an extent far more preposterous than even the fashion of 
the present day, when crinoline reigns predominant; and 
this was the more remarkable, as her face told us she was 
exceedingly thin. Her circumference did not convey that 
balloon-like lightness which is now so conspicuous in ladies' 
dresses, but was rather of the Dutch-doll appearance, an 
accumulation of petticoats one over the other. These, we 

H 



98 SHIRLEY HALL ASYLUM. 

now discovered, were worn to prevent any ill-effects from 
accidental blows; and the cautious manner in which she 
invaiiably seated herself in her chair showed us that the 
idea of an accident was always dominant in her mind. 

During the first few weeks of her residence among us, we 
had little to complain of in her behaviour ; but afterwards 
the cloven foot began rapidly to show itself. She was one 
of those women who expect to monopolise, if not the whole, 
at least the principal portion of the attention of those pre- 
sent; and as Mme. Reumont had been some time with 
us, and had acquired the affection and respect of all, we 
were not inclined to transfer our allegiance to the new- 
comer. After several vain attempts to gain the ascendancy, 
and finding that there was no chance of success, she changed 
her tactics, and contented herself with annoying poor Mme. 
Reumont with every sort of feminine spite. I remember 
perfectly well the time she commenced her first system of 
attack. It was one day at the dinner-table. The meal 
must have been nearly concluded, for the sweets were on 
the table. Some topic of general conversation had been 
before us on which Mme. Reumont was well informed. 
She spoke with great intelligence; and we all listened 
to her with attention and pleasure. Miss Mortimer 
firequently took part in the discussion, but she was as 
ignorant of the merits of the case as Mme. Reumont was 
well informed. Miss Mortimer, finding that she could not 
take the lead, sat sulky for some little time, in fact, until 
there was a lull in the conversation, when she took up 
a table-spoon, and lifting it in a theatrical manner over a 
rice mould pudding on the table, she helped herself to 
some of it, exclaiming at the time, in a loud burlesque 
tone, "Atlas, thou proud and aspiring mountain, if thou 
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darest to throw obstacles in my way, I will cut thee down, 
and throw thee into — ^my plate ! " 

Poor Xerxes immediately fired up at hearing this cruel 
and utterly unprovoked parody on the unfortunate bom- 
bastic speech which she made on the occasion of her Greek 
invasion. She rose from her chair, and, putting herself in 
a dignified attitude, was on the point of commencing a 
speech as dignified when the doctor advanced, and kindly 
taking her by the hand, led her gently from the room, 
casting, at the same time, a look of reproach at Miss Mor- 
timer ; of which, .however, that amiable lady took no notice 
whatever, being fully satisfied with the annoyance she had 
caused her innocent rival. 

The ladies met again in the evening in the garden, where 
open war was declared between them ; at least, so far as the 
amiable and peaceful character of poor Xerxes would allow 
her to take part in it. 

' " Permit me to remark, Miss Mortimer," she said, " that 
your unprovoked attack upon me at the dinner-table neither 
did credit to your goodness of heart nor to your good* 
breeding. Fortunately, the shaft you hurled at me did me 
no harm in the eyes of those present. It would show a poor 
spirit indeed in any gentleman to find pleasure in hearing 
the unparalleled misfortunes which formerly befell me made 
a subject of ridicule." 

** Are you quite certain, madam," retorted Miss Mortimer, 
"that the misfortune you are said to be labouring under 
here— the absurd delusion you allude to— is not altogether 
feigned, so as to attract an amount of S3m:ipathy from those 
we are living with, which you would hardly obtain were it 
not excited by that feeling of pity, which the poet tells us is 
akin to love?" 
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''Your attack, madam, is too contemptible for me to 
notice," replied Xerxes, now highly ofifended ; " your insults, 
I assure you, will but little annoy me. The greater of two 
sorrows is generally the only one felt ; and I have one so 
great to occupy my mind, that little room is left for 
your petty taunts to find a place in it. A fall as great as 
mine, all will admit, is ample sorrow for one mortal to 
undergo. Besides, had I been labouring under a delusion, 
as the doctor, I know, believes, it would be but a mean 
attempt on your part to taunt me with it, when I have shown 
so much more charity towards your ridiculous infirmity." 

" My ridiculous infirmity ! " almost screamed Miss Mor- 
timer; "pray, what do you mean? Few, I believe, are 
less subject to infirmities than I am.'' 

" The absurd idea that you are made of glass." 

" O madam," said Miss Mortimer, in a tone of reproach, 
** I pity you ! If you' can speak so of as terrible a mis- 
fortune as ever fell to the lot of a human being, you are 
unworthy of my notice." Then bursting into tears, she 
continued, " It is a shame and disgrace that such a bold- 
faced creature as you are should be allowed to remain in 
the house." 

" Bold-faced creature, madam ! " replied Xerxes, in a 
towering passion. "Bold-faced creature, indeed! Pray, 
what right have you to apply such a term of insult to me ? " 

"Well, madam," said Miss Mortimer sneeringly, "perhaps 
I was wrong. I ought certainly to make excuses for defects 
in education. Your Eastern ideas on the subject of love 
and matrimony, although abhorrent to our English notions of 
propriety, may in part be excused. Still, I cannot shut my 
eyes to your daily attacks on the gentlemen present at the 
dinner-table. Not being content with one, after the fashion 
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of Englishwomen in general, you smile upon all, as if you 
were still residing in your own country, and indulging its 
very liberal ideas on subjects of the kind." 

Now, this was too much for poor Xerxes. Notwith- 
standing her fabled Eastern origin, a more retiring, lady- 
like, well-conducted woman never existed; and the cruel 
taunt went home. 

" Madam," she said, with much dignity of manner, " I 
despise your insinuations, and refuse to reply to them. 
One thing, however, you must allow me to remark, and 
justice to yourself requires it. I am fully convinced that 
your delusion is not feigned. The quantity of clothes you 
wear proves it" 

" The quantity of clothes I wear, madam ? " 

" Yes, of clothes you wear. It is on your part a very 
prudent precaution. Being made of glass, and therefore 
liable to be seen through, it is a very safe policy. 
Otherwise you might be better known than you are at 
present, and in consequence might be more easily de- 
tected." 

'' Oh, you abominable woman, to treat me in that man- 
ner ! " cried Miss Mortimer, bursting into a violent flood of 
tears, and at the same time showing strong symptoms of an 
approaching hysterical fit ; ** oh, you wicked creature, I will 
never forgive you for it. Oh dear, how ill I feel ! I shall 
faint." 

" Pray, madam," said Xerxes, with bitter sarcasm in her 
tone, " pray, do not faint. Consider that, in falling, you 
might crack yourself ; and that would be dangerous indeed 
in your case." 

All symptoms of fainting immediately vanished from Miss 
Mortimer, and its place was supplied by a fit of passion so 
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violent that we were obliged to interfere ; and the dispute 
for that evening was ended. 

Xerxes did not make her appearance at the dinner-table 
for some days after the squabble : and there was then an 
appearance of shame on the poor woman's face that it was 
painful to see. We all treated her with the greatest respect 
and attention ; but it was some time before the unpleasant 
effect of the dispute completely vanished from her mind. 
Miss Mortimer, on the contrary, presented herself the next 
day as if nothing out of the usual way had occurred. So 
far from appearing abashed, she seemed to take every 
opportunity of filling the place Xerxes had occupied in the 
minds of those present, and attempted to make herself as 
agreeable as possible. She did not succeed, however. 
None of us liked her, and we hailed with joy the reappear- 
ance of Xerxes at the table. Miss Mortimer easily per- 
ceived this, and she tried to content herself by saying 
things disagreeable to her rival on every possible occasion. 
By a sort of tacit agreement, we, however, determined on 
never taking the least notice of them ; and, in time, Xerxes 
herself began to get used to them, and allowed them to pass 
with comparatively little notice. 

Winter came on, and brought to Miss Mortimer what 
was, in her estimation, a terrible accident, though others 
would have thought it of very trifling importance. One day, 
when walking in the garden after a sharp frost, her foot 
slipped upon some ice on the path, and she fell with some 
slight force on her back. The assistants were soon made 
aware of the fact by her loud screams. When they reached 
the spot and were upon the point of lifting her up, a difficulty 
arose which none of them had calculated on. She declared 
that she had broken her back, and that if they attempted to 
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raise her without the greatest caution, she would go in 
pieces. They endeavoured to please her, but the moment 
they attempted to lift her she screamed so fearfully that 
they were obliged to quit their holds. After a short delay 
the doctor arrived, who so far fell in with her absurdity 
that he ordered a feather-bed to be brought. On it Miss 
Mortimer was placed with great care ; her terror at the 
operation preventing her from noticing the ill-restrained 
laughter of all around her. 

For more than a week afterwards we, to our great satis- 
faction, heard nothing of her, with the exception that she 
fancied she was labouring under a transverse fracture of 
the back, which, if the fissure should extend to the 
front, would end by her falling into two pieces. Having 
sufficient knowledge of natural philosophy to be aware how 
easily glass will split upon exposure to sudden changes 
of temperature, especially when already containing a flaw, 
she ordered a thermometer to be placed at the foot of hei 
bed, and whenever she noticed the variation of a degree 
in the heat of the room she insisted on the assistant warm- 
ing or cooling it to the point desired. To such an extent 
was her self-anxiety carried, that the patience and strength 
of the assistant were fairly worn out by her demands. The 
assistant informed the doctor that if he could not efifect some 
change in his patient she must leave the establishment, as it 
was impossible to put up with these continued and absurd 
caprices. The doctor, finding all arguments useless, at last 
decided on the following expedient He told Miss Morti- 
mer that the only way of insuring the safety of her back, 
and indeed of saving her life, was for her to submit to an 
operation. He proposed to place in her back, at equal dis- 
tances, six rivets, which would not only prevent the fiacture 
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fo>m enlarging, but would also restore her to health. At first 
she objected to the proposal on account of the pain it would 
cause her, but this objection was overcome by his offering 
to perform the operation on her while under the influence 
of chloroform, and then, of course, it would be painless. 
This somewhat reassured her ; but another objection arose. 
Miss Mortimer was a lady of extreme propriety of de- 
meanour, and the idea of the doctor seeing her back was 
so repugnant to her feelings that she could not bring her 
mind to submit to the operation, much as she wished it to 
be performed. Her dread of an increase in the fracture, 
however, became so great, that she determined to consult 
Mme. Reumont on the subject ; Miss Mortimer being one 
of those who consider, that an injured person should forget 
the injuiy as soon as the perpetrator ceases to inflict it, 
whenever the perpetrator and the thinker are one and the 
same individual 

Mme. Reumonfs French politeness was sorely taxed to 
keep down the laughter when Miss Mortimer laid the case 
before her. At last, when she had acquired suflicient 
command of countenance, she begged Miss Mortimer not 
to delay a moment in having the operation performed; 
that false modesty ought not to come in the way when 
a human being's life was in the balance. Miss Mortimer 
seemed greatly consoled on hearing Mme. Reumont's 
opinion. " I will submit to the operation, then," she said, 
" if you advise it. But do me one favour. Promise me 
that you will remain in the room at the time ; gentlemanly 
as the doctor certainly is, it will be an assurance to me as 
well as a comfort." 

Mme. Reumont having given her the promise, the doctor 
was spoken to on the subject, and the operation decided 
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on. The next day was fixed for its performance. The 
doctor afterwards described the scene to me. He assured 
me that it was altogether ludicrous. He, indeed, had only 
to restrain his feelings till Miss Mortimer was under the 
influence of chloroform, and he then gave full sway to his 
merriment Of course, no operation took place. Miss 
Mortimer lay there totally insensible, to wake up in the 
idea that her accident had been perfectly cured by a tedious, 
though painless operation; while poor Xerxes stood by 
with a look of intense triumph cast upon her prostrate but 
merciless enemy. With folded arms and erect figure, her 
head thrown slightly back in an attitude of command, a 
smile of supreme contempt on her countenance, her satis- 
faction seemed to increase until she could contain it no 
longer, and she exclaimed aloud, though somewhat mis- 
appropriately, " I have gotten Themistocles the Athenian." 

Miss Mortimer's recovery was exceedingly rapid, and her 
gratitude to the doctor was of the warmest description. 

'' I shall never be able," she said, in confidence to Mme. 
Reumont, a few days after the operation, " to requite the 
doctor for the great obligation I am under to him. His 
learning and kindness are above all praise. So skilfully has 
he performed the operation, that I cannot detect in my back 
the presence of one single rivet How fortunate, my dear, 
that he did not adopt my advice and have me cemented. 
Suppose I had been taking a warm bath, and the cement 
had melted in the heat, as I understand it is likely to do, 
why, I might have gone to pieces in the water ! " 

About a fortnight after the operation. Miss Mortimer 
again joined the party at the dinner-table, and the very 
first day made herself disagreeable by attacking poor 
Xerxes. The latter, however, took no notice of it, and the 
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thing passed off. But although Mme. Reumont showed the 
greatest amiability and patience under the gratuitous annoy- 
ance which was daily repeated, Miss Mortimer became in- 
supportable to the rest of the company, and all unanimously 
insisted on the doctor sending her away. As our wish was 
strongly seconded by the assistants, who cordially detested 
her, the doctor acceded to our request, and Miss Mortimer, 
to the great joy of all, left the establishment 




CHAPTER VII. 

A doctor's wooing. 

N £ day a handsome carriage stopped at the gates 
of the asylum, and a lady descended from it, who 
asked to see the doctor. She was shown into 
his private apartment, and I happened to be with him when 
she entered. I do not remember when I have seen a person 
whose appearance attracted my attention more strongly, 
or with greater admiration than hers. She was far from 
young — certainly, she could have been little less than fifty 
years of age — ^yet she had one of those faces, so frequently 
found among Englishwomen of her time of life, which im- 
press the beholder with respect as well as pleasure. It was 
one of those countenances, found only among our country- 
women, which preserve the extraordinary loveliness of their 
younger days along with the grandeur due to mature mater- 
nity. She was an admirable specimen of that description 
of beauty. Her face was, to me, perfectly lovely, not only 
from the well-regulated charm of feature, but from the 
almost angelic mildness of expression which beamed from 
it — ^an expression utterly devoid of insipidity, but, on the 
contrary, showing promise of great intelligence. Her 
eyes were blue and liquid ; her mouth admirably formed. 
When open, it showed a set of teeth so white, that many 



Io8 SfflRLEY HALL ASYLUM. 

a beauty of eighteen might have sighed with envy on 
beholding them, yet it was devoid of that abominable 
dentist's mechanism which so frequently spoils the mouths 
of even young girls of the present day. Her hair was 
auburn, but occasionally a silver thread might be traced in 
it. Her figure was tall, and although somewhat stout, still 
beautifully made, presenting all that majesty so frequently 
met with in Englishwomen of her age. In coticlusion, she 
was quietly, handsomely, and richly dressed Though it is 
now more than three years since I saw her, she is still as 
fresh in my memory as she was at the moment she entered 
the doctor's room. 

From the manner in which she accosted the doctor, and 
the pleasure he exhibited at seeing her, she appeared to 
be on intimate terms of friendship with him. She explained 
to him that as she had accepted an invitation from a friend, 
who lived some ten or twelve miles distant from the asylum, 
to spend a fortnight with her, she considered that it would 
have been an act of great unkindness on her part if she had 
left that part of the country without calling on a friend 
to whom she was under so many and so great obligations. 
The doctor, on his part, and evidently with perfect truth, 
expressed the pleasure he felt at seeing her, and how great 
his sorrow would have been had he heard that she had left 
without calling on him. 

Thinking my presence might not be desired, I rose to leave 
them, but both the doctor and the lady asked me to remain. 
She inquired most anxiously after his family, and seemed 
much pained to find that his wife and eldest child were from 
home, having left the asylum on some commissions for the 
doctor. She then asked to see the other children, but 
unfortunately they were out on the common with the nurse. 
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They then conversed together, the lady asking many ques> 
tions, not only relating to the doctor's family, but also 
connected with the asylum ; indeed, so perfect did her 
knowledge of it seem, that for the moment it somewhat 
surprised me. She not only inquired after patients who were 
then resident, but asked respecting others who had long since 
left the establishment. She gave but little information about 
herself. I found that she was hving at Hastings, that her 
son and daughter frequently visited her, and that she was 
already a grandmother. In fact, she appeared as happy 
as it was possible for a mortal to be. As neither Mrs. 
Meadows nor the children returned, the lady said that she 
* could not remain longer, but that she would call on him 
again, if possible, before she left for Sussex. She hoped 
that she would then be able to see his wife and family. 
On rising, she said — 

" By-the-bye, doctor, how is the organ getting on ? " 

This was indeed touching the unfortunate man on his weak 
point He appeared delighted at her remembrance of it 

" Oh," said he, " I work at it continually, and I flatter 
myself I am making great progress towards its completion. 
It is wonderfully advanced since you saw it. Since then 
I have placed more than one hundred new pipes in it, and I 
have been obliged to encroach on two other rooms to make 
space for them; so you may imagine that we are rather 
crowded. Would you like to see it ? " 

" With great pleasure," was the answer, and we all three 
started off to view that accursed organ. I must say that at 
the moment I felt somewhat siuprised that so amiable and 
intelligent a woman should encourage the poor man in his 
insane absurdity, which, if it did not lead to his ruin, 
would at least in case of his death leave his wife and family 
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in utter poverty. But then I remembered that I was equally 
criminal in pretending that I was interested in it ; and, after 
all, it was only a mistaken kindness on her part, thinking 
that it might please the poor fellow. 

I soon found the momentary objection I had taken to 
her conduct vanish. She inquired into, points which were 
evidently without the slightest interest to her, with so much 
simulated interest, and listened with so much attention to 
his long and wearisome description, that I admired her 
even more than before for her kindness and patience. 

We remained in the organ-room for perhaps half-an-hour, 
and then the lady, saying her time had expired, took a cour- 
teous leave of me, and the doctor conducted her to her 
carriage. He presently returned, apparently highly pleased 
with his lady friend's visit. 

"Well, what do you think of my visitor?" he inquired, 
as soon as he saw me. 

"I do not know when I have seen a woman whose 
appearance and manner pleased me more," I replied. " She 
is, in my opinion, as admirable a specimen of mature 
womanhood as I ever met with." 

" Well, then, if you knew her as well as I do," he said, 
laughing, " it is difficult to say what height your esteem 
would attain." 

" Is she as amiable and intelligent as she appears, or is it 
assumed ?" 

" The appearance she presents is a faithful index of her 
mind She is so amiable, that I believe it would be almost 
impossible to put her out of temper." 

" Have you known her long ?" I inquired. 

" About four years, I think. Yes, it is full four years 
since she first came here as a patient" 
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As a patient !" I remarked, aghast. 
Yes, she remained here for some months, and then left, 
perfectly cured." 

I was for some moments dumb with astonishment. 

" You appear surprised," he said, " at the idea of her ever 
having been a patient of mine." 

" Truly I am," I answered. 

' I do not know why. She is no more guaranteed against 
misfortune than her neighbours." 

" But," I inquired, " do you not think there is always fear 
of a relapse?" 

" Not the slightest There is no more danger of her 
becoming insane than myself." 

This was said with so much aplomb that I could hardly 
restrain a smile. The idea appeared the more absurd as we 
were at that moment seated in the organ-room. 

"Who is she ?" I inquired, 

" She is a woman of fortune, a Mrs. Tyler, and married 
to a friend of mine, a physician." 

" Tell me something more about her." 

"Oh, it's a very long story, and at the same time a 
very curious one, but if you will come here after dinner and 
take a cup of coifee with me, I will tell you all I know 
about her." 

I accepted the invitation, and we then parted; I to 
take my accustomed walk in the grounds, the doctor to 
enjoy himself with his insane hobby, the organ. I, of 
course, was true to my appointment. Mrs. Meadows was 
present, and after the tea-things had been taken away, and 
the little ones sent to their beds, the doctor commenced his 
narrative. 

" The lady you saw was introduced to me by a retired 
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medical officer of the East India Company's service. He 
had been stationed in the Bengal Preadency, but had been 
fortunate enough to obtain a considerable amount of private 
practice. He was not only much respected in India, but 
when he left the country he brought with him a considerable 
and weU-eamed independence. From him I learned the 
particulars of the lady's histoiy, and I think it will be better 
if I endeavour to relate it in his own words :'* — 

Almost immediately after my arrival in England, I took 
lodgings in Pimlico, having some business to transact in 
London which would probably detain me some months. 
The house I selected had but little to recommend it, either 
in position or appearance, but as I am not very fststidious, 
those objections had but little weight with me. It was 
situated in a taU row of narrow houses not (ar from 
Buckingham Palace, and the whole neighbourhood, I 
believe, was tenanted by a colony of lodging-house keepers. 
The house I was in was like all the others in external 
appearance, and possibly the interior might have also 
corresponded with the others. I took two rooms on the 
ground^oor, designated as parlours, though the back one 
was to be used as my bedroom. The drawing-room floor 
and three bedrooms were occupied by an officer in the 
army, who had lately arrived in England from the Bombay 
Presidency, his wife, three children, and an ayah. One of 
the attics was tenanted by a medical student ; the other, as 
I at first understood, was the sleeping-room of my land- 
lady, but I afterwards found that it was taken by a law 
writer. Where my landlady really slept I had no idea. I 
should have been sorry to imagine that it was in the kitchen, 
inasmuch as such a thought would have been little agreeable, 
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considering the amount of cooking carried on there for the 
various inmates of the house. 

The house was furnished with great regard to effect ; im- 
mense attention v^s given to economy, but very little to 
comfort. It appeared also to have been furnished at dif- 
ferent periods, as very few of the articles it contained 
appeared to belong to the same era. Four of the chairs in 
ray sitting-room were evidently members of the same 
family, the remaining two were apparently strangers to the 
majority and to each other. One of the last-mentioned 
was an arm-chair, with a sickly-looking, washed-out chintz 
cover, and with one caster always out of repair. The 
other was a ponderous-looking, ebony-coloured, uncomfort- 
able piece of furniture, high and broad-backed, such, in 
fact, as modem artists and draughtsmen are accustomed 
to put into their interiors of old mansions. The principal 
ornament in the room was the looking-glass over the chim- 
ney-piece. It was evidently regarded by its proprietor 
with great pride, and was, moreover, treated by her with 
great respect — at least, that was my impression at first sight. 
Its frame was covered by a diagonally-cut paper, which 
had originally been of a yellow colour, but which was fast 
turning into a blackish brown, owing to the dust and fly- 
spots which had collected on it during the time it had been 
on duty. On looking at it more carefully, I found that 
the paper had more uses than one. It not only protected 
the frame from injury, but likewise charitably concealed 
from the vulgar gaze spots where the gilding had been 
completely rubbed off, disfiguring it in more than one place 
— defects which had evidently been caused by the unskilful- 
ness of cheap housemaids, or by the still ruder hand of 
time. The plate itself was truthful enough, and had evi- 

I 
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dently first seen the day in a good manufactory, but the 
silvering was in many places defective; so much so, in 
fact, that though it might have passed without much objec- 
tion by a single gentleman lodger, it is doubtful whether 
any lady would have been so charitable, as it would 
have been impossible for her to "have seen much of her 
person at one time. The other ornaments on the chimney- 
piece were two china vases, showy and cheap, which did 
not pair except in the negative quality of dilapidations, 
and a small sort of jar in the centre for tapers. The 
remaining portion of the furniture in the sitting-room con- 
sisted of a shabby mahogany table. This article, however, 
was somewhat embellished by a threadbare stained green 
cloth thrown over its surface. There were also, I should 
mention, a fender and fire-irons. I do not know whether 
there was a hearth-rug in winter, certainly there was none 
in siunmer— ^as I afterwards learned, for the purpose of 
keeping the room cooL 

The furniture of my bedroom was economical and simple 
in the extreme. Not a supeiHuous article was in it, but 
several might be mentioned whose presence would not have 
been considered as objectionable. 

My landlady was a Mrs. Sandoy, a widow. She was 
assisted in the duties of her house by her daughter, a young 
woman of perhaps twenty years of age, and a servant-girl of 
fifteen or sixteen, who from the shape of her features might 
have been pretty, but the point always remained in doubt 
owing to the cloud of dirt which invariably covered them. 
I do not think I ever saw the girl's features in a clean state. 

Mrs. Sandoy was a tall, attenuated, shabbily-dressed 
woman, about forty years of age. Her face, when younger, 
had evidently been handsome, and some vestiges of its 
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former loveliness were occasionally visible, especially when 
she smiled naturally. I say, naturally, for a good reason. 
When in conversation with me, there was a smile on 
her features whenever I smiled, but there was something 
so artificial, so painfully forced in it, that I easily saw 
through the deception, and I pitied her without knowing 
why. There was evidently nothing wilfully false in it, only 
a natural sort of politeness, which made her desire to 
appear pleased when I felt pleasure. The poor woman at 
once attracted and annoyed me. I had conceived a great 
esteem for her, and I felt pleasure in speaking with her ; 
but at the same time I knew that she considered every 
moment I detained her was an inconvenience, which she 
felt, and beyond this, I knew that her wish to please sprang 
from mercenary motives. And why should they have been 
otherwise ? She could care nothing for me. 

As Mrs. Sandoy's duties were principally confined to the 
kitchen, I was less frequently in communication with the 
mother than with the daughter. With her I got on well 
enough. She was an active, handsome, good-tempered 
young woman; but what struck me particularly was the 
excellent language she made use of in the little conversa- 
tions which we had together, and the good education she 
appeared to have received. It was easy to perceive that 
neither mother nor daughter had been brought up in their 
present position in life, but that the daughter, owing to 
her youth, had been more quickly initiated into it than 
the mother. In fact, an individual less fitted than Mrs.- 
Sandoy to fight the battle of life could hardly have been 
found ; and all in their present speculation or employment 
would have gone wrong, had it not been for the greater 
energy and tact of her daughter. As it was, from what 
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little I saw, the profits of the house were such as easily to 
allow her to escape the burden of the income-tax. 

Things went on smoothly enough for the first month. 
Everything that the poor woman could do to please me I 
believe was done ; and if all was not as comfortable and 
well arranged as I could have wished, it was their poverty, 
and not their lack of will which caused it. 

After that, a little circumstance occurred which gave me 
great annoyance. One day a sovereign disappeared from 
my room. Whom to suspect I knew not. I was con- 
vinced that it was impossible either for my landlady or her 
daughter to have taken it, and the girl I shrank from sus- 
pecting. I mentioned the circumstance to Mrs. Sandoy, 
who appeared greatly vexed when she heard of it She told 
me that she would make every inquiry concerning it, and 
that for the future either she or her daughter would arrange 
my bedroom, so that there would be no fear of a thing of 
the kind occurring again. 

For some days Mrs. Sandoy waited on me herself, and 
I saw nothing of her daughter; but I, being somewhat 
of a taciturn disposition, made no remark on the subject 
At last, her continued absence beginning to appear strange, 
I questioned her mother about it. I received for answer 
that her daughter had been ailing for some little time past, 
and that as a friend in the country had invited her to stay 
for a few weeks at her house, she had accepted the invi- 
tation. Nothing, I thought, could be more reasonable, 
and the subject dropped. 

A few days afterwards, there was a violent dispute 
between Jessie, the servant-of-all-work, and the medical 
student The girl declared that on letting himself in with 
his latch-key, she had seen him go into my bedroom, and 
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had immediately followed him thdre. When he saw her, 
he left hurriedly, muttering some excuse. She immediately 
told her mistress of the fact, who asked an explanation 
from him. He flatly denied that he had been in my room, 
and asserted that the girl had told a falsehood. Jessie, 
however, stuck to her point, and the student, after vainly 
attempting to browbeat her, rushed ui>-stairs to his room 
in a violent passion. The next morning he did not descend, 
and on its getting late, Mrs. Sandoy went ui>-stairs for the 
purpose of calling him, when she found that he had silently 
quitted the house in the night, taking his very moderate 
luggage with him, and leaving the poor woman unpaid for 
two months' breakfasts and lodging. 

'' My daughter always warned me against him," said Mrs. 
Sandoy, when she was fully aware of her loss, "as she 
was certain he was a dishonest young man, and now I find 
she was right. I have lost j£6 by him, and, Heaven 
knows, I can very ill afford it." 

A few nights afterwards, on entering the house, I was 
much surprised to find the hall full of trunks and packing- 
cases. Shortly afterwards two cabs came to the door, and 
the officer and his family, who had occupied the first floor, 
went off in them. The next morning, I asked Jessie what 
was the cause of his leaving, and she told me that the 
captain had been ordered off* to India at a moment's 
warning, and, of course, was obliged to go. I knew that 
to be absurd, but I thought it likely that the girl had made 
some mistake as to what she had heard. I inquired if 
Mrs. Sandoy was to let the rooms again ; but she told me 
her mistress did not intend to do so for a few days, as 
they were to undergo a thorough cleaning. " Them Indians 
is so dirty," concluded Jessie. 
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The next morning Jessie's mother came, and, without 
any warning, took her away. I heard Mrs. Sandoy arguing 
with the woman in a low tone of voice ; but she replied 
sharply that she was not going to let her daughter die there 
to please anybody, and that she*d trouble Mrs. Sandoy to 
pay the wages owing at once. A few more remarks were 
made by Mrs. Sandoy, but in so low a tone, that I could 
not make out what she said ; and then I heard some money 
paid, and the street-door afterwards closed. As Mrs. 
Sandoy passed my door, I heard her say to herself, " What 
shall I do? my God ! what shall I do?" Two days after- 
wards the law-writer left the house^ and I was the only 
lodger remaining. 

Another circumstance, trifling enough in itself, came 
under my notice, and gave me great annoyance. I foimd 
my brandy disappear rapidly, although I kept it locked up 
in a cupboard. There could be no mistake about the 
culprit this time, for only Mrs. Sandoy and myself were 
left in the house. Yet it was most extraordinary, for, to 
all appearance, a more sober, lady-like woman could not 
have been met with. But there was the stem fact before me 
plain enough — the brandy had been taken by some one, 
and it had not been taken by me. I had not the courage 
to speak to her on the subject, and let the matter rest, 
contenting myself with carefully locking the cupboard 
each time I left the house. Nevertheless, my brandy 
still went, although I found the bottle, when I re- 
turned, in the same place that I had left it when I went 
out. 

At last I caught the culprit. It was my habit each day 
to leave the house immediately after breakfast, and not 
return to it till night, so that a person intending to profit 
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by my absence had ample opportunity. One morning, 
however, I turned back, and found what I had most 
unwillingly suspected to be true — Mrs. Sandoy was the 
individual who had taken my brandy. I had that 
morning put a ten-pound note on the chimney-piece, 
intending, when I left home, to pay a tradesman in the 
neighbourhood a sum I owed him. I was to spend that 
day with a friend at Greenwich, and there, after I had paid 
my debt, I intended to proceed. When I reached the 
tradesman's house, I found, to my great annoyance, that I 
had left the bank-note at home, and I returned immediately 
to get it. I let myself in with my latch-key,, and entered 
my sitting-room. I found Mrs. Sandoy just preparing to 
leave it In her hand she held a tumbler, half-full of 
brandy, which she clumsily attempted to conceal She 
appeared dreadfully agitated and abashed when she saw me, 
but left the room hurriedly, without saying a word. That 
the poor woman was shocked at being detected is certain ; 
but great as her annoyance might have been, it was cer- 
tainly not so great as my own. I had conceived a very 
great respect for her. To detect her in so filthy a habit 
was exceedingly painful to my feelings. That it was sensual 
indulgence, and not dishonesty, that tempted her, I could 
prove by the fact that she had left the ten-pound note on 
the chimney-piece. 

I put the note in my pocket, and prepared to leave the 
house, sorrowfully enough. Before going, however, I deter- 
mined on giving Mrs. Sandoy a hint that I was aware of her 
defalcations, but this was less for my own protection, than as 
a warning to her to leave off her disgusting habit. I rang the 
bell, and she shortly afterwards made her appearance. She 
seemed so ashamed and agitated, that for the moment I 
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was sorry I had called for her. As she was in die rooniy 
however, I was obliged to say something. 

" Mrs. Sandoy,** I said, " I am sorry to say that some one 
has been at my brandy, and it is not the first time either. 
You would greatly oblige me by putting a better lock on that 
cupboard-door, as the present one fastens it so imperfectly 
that any one can open it by merely shaking the door.** 

'' Certainly, sir, if you wish it,*^ she murmured rather than 
spoke. 

Although her head was turned aside, I • could easily per- 
ceive that she was crying bitterly. As I felt she had already 
repented of her fault, I made no further remark, but left the 
house. 

It would be difficult to say how much the circumstance 
vexed me, and how completely it spoilt the pleasure of my 
da3r's excursion. My friend at Greenwich questioned me 
on my abstracted look ; and I told him the whole circum- 
stances, remarking on the fact that the poor woman had 
very greatly interested me in her favour. 

** Look with indulgence upon her," he said. *' I hold 
that one-half the blame due to drunkenness in those of 
her class ought to be borne by the Government which per- 
mits the sale of the poison, as being the tempter, putting it 
in the way of those whose miseries require a narcotic. After 
all, with some of these poor women, the spirit they drink 
is simply chloroform to the tortured mind. It is not the 
love of the liquor which tempts them, only it throws a veil 
over their miseries so long as they axe under its influence. 
Say no more to the poor creature about it. It can do no 
good, but may possibly do harm. Your lesson, as far as you 
have given it, will either cure her, or else she is past cure. If 
habit has become second nature in her, you will merely add 
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the vice of hypocrisy to that of drinking, for she will conceal 
her evil habit from you, and indulge ia it secretly. If, on 
the contrary, your lesson takes effect, and she is the amiable 
woman you describe her, she will leave it off without further 
interference on your part, while every remark you make will 
be an unnecessary infliction on her." 

I promised to follow his advice, and the subject dropped. 
I remained with my friend till about eight o'clock in the 
evening, and then returned to town by train. When I 
reached the London Bridge station, I determined on walk- 
ing home. I kept the Surrey side of the river, traversing the 
back streets of the Borough. 

When I had reached Blackfriars Road, I was uncertain 
which street I should take, and waited for a moment 
to determine. It was then dark, and I attempted to see 
the name of the narrow street before me, but I did not 
succeed. 

At last, I resolved that it would be my best road ; and I 
was on the point of entering, when I saw before me a 
miserable, half-starved mongrel bitch turning cautiously into 
it before me. She made her way to a butcher's, on whose 
shop-board was spread a quantity of meat for sale. Before 
it stood the shopman, calling on the passers-by to pur- 
chase, and directing their attention to the beauty of his 
merchandise, laid out, as it was, with a view to effect, in 
the flaring light of the gas. The mongrel walked cautiously 
up to the shop-board, and taking her stand behind the 
shopman, raised herself on her hind legs, and, placing her 
muzzle on the shop-board, quietly and skilfully helped 
herself to a fine mutton-chop, and then ran ofi* as rapidly 
as she could with her prize. 

She was, however, fated not to succeed. Quick as had 
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been her movements, she had been seen by a bridclayer's 
labourer, and the " hue and cry " was immediately raised. 
A workman passing by caught the thief by the skin at the 
back of the neck, and carried her to the shop with one 
hand, while with the other he held forward the mutton-chop, 
which the mongrel, perhaps, thinking it might be used 
against her as a/f^ de circonstance, had prudently dropped 
as soon as she found she was detected. 

The workman threw the chop on the shop-board, and then 
put the thief in the hands of the shopman. The fellow 
seemed determined to inflict such a punishment on the 
poor brute as would not easily be effaced from her memory. 
He held her down tightly with one hand on her side on 
the pavement, and with the other he held his knife in the 
air, with the intention of striking her heavily on the ribs 
with the flat side of it. , 

The poor wretch yelled when she saw the uplifted weapon, 
and was doubtless surprised when she found that it did not 
descend upon her person. The cause of the change of 
opinion in the man was this : on laying the poor brute 
on her side, he saw that she was the mother of a large 
family, who were totally dependent on her for nutrition, 
and also that at that moment she had little or none to give 
them. 

The butcher threw the knife on the shop-board, and, taking 
up a lump of grisde with some flesh attached to it, which he 
had put aside as useless, he loosened the hand he held 
her by, and flung the lump of gristle at the liberated animal, 
with all the force he was master of. It struck her a heavy 
blow on the back. The brute uttered a yell of pain and 
terror; but the next moment, perceiving the luscious quality 
of the missile, she seized it in her teeth, and, with the 
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swiftness of lightning, rushed off with her prize, passing 
with extreme dexterity between the legs of those on the 
street, utteriy indifferent to the laughter of all who saw her. 
I was too much amused at the kind cruelty of the good- 
natured fellow not to laugh myself; and I went on my way 
more cheerily than before. 

When I reached home, I purposely made considerable 
noise as I put the key in the lock of the door in order to 
give my landlady time to get out of my way, thinking that 
it might hurt her feelings if she saw me. I groped cautiously 
to my sitting-room to get my candle, which, with a box of 
lucifers, was always placed on my table ready for me when 
I came home ; and, having procured a light, I managed to 
get to my bedroom unobserved by Mrs. Sandoy. 

Although greatly fatigued, I could not sleep when in bed. 
My thoughts were of a peculiarly mixed character, the ludi- 
crous and the serious mingling strangely together. One 
moment I was thinking of the unpleasant circumstance which 
had taken place in the morning 3 the next, the absurd epi- 
sode of the butcher's man and the mongrel came into my 
mind. When, at last, sleep came over me, the subject did 
not quit me, but continued to annoy me the whole of the 
night. 

I arose late next morning; and, after I had dressed, 
I remained occupied in my bedroom for some time. 
Although I had an absurd dislike to confront my landlady, 
sdll I must have my breakfast, so screwing up my courage 
to the sticking-point, I went into my sitting-room. As I 
entered, I heard some one in it, but to my surprise I found 
that it was not Mrs. Sandoy, but a little shabby old man in a 
sort of ragged hotel waiter's jacket. He was occupied in 
placing the breakfast things on my table. He bowed a 
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waiter's bow as I entered, but said nothing. He quickly, 
and evidently in an experienced manner, completed his 
arrangements, and then left the room. 

I was somewhat surprised and puzzled at this, but I did 
not let it appear. I wondered what could have induced 
my landlady to attempt this absurd burlesque of gentility 
at such a moment, and towards me, utterly indifferent as I 
am to things of the kind. I became annoyed. I thought 
she had recourse to the waiter as a sort of peace-offering for 
having offended me the day before. After the lapse of a 
few minutes the old man again entered the room. 

" Oh, if you please, sir, Mrs. Sandoy's compliments, and 
she would feel much obliged to you if you would lend her 
a shilling ; it's to get some sugar and eggs for your break- 
fast." 

" Certainly," I replied ; and I gave him the money, in- 
wardly disgusted at the idea of her being obliged to borrow 
a shilling, and at the same time hiring a waiter to do what 
she might easily have done herself. The old man went into 
the passage, and there appeared to hesitate for an instant. 
He then returned to the room. 

" Oh, if you please, sir, would you be kind enough to let 
me in when I come back ? Mrs. Sandoy is very busy this 
morning." 

" Yes, I will open the door for you." 

" Thank you, sir." 

He went again into the passage, but immediately after- 
wards returned to me. 

" I may depend upon you, sir, as a gentleman, opening 
the door for me ?" 

" Certainly ; I told you so before." 

" Hope no offence, sir?" 
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" Not at all j but don't be long, for I am in a hurry this 
morning." 

He then left me and went on his errand. In a few 
minutes he returned, and I opened the door for him. As 
he entered, a respectably-dressed, common-looking man 
came up to him. 

" Are you from Thompson's ? " the stranger inquired. 

" Yes, I am." 

" There, take charge of that, then," he said, giving the 
old man a sheet of paper ; " you know what to do with it." 

" If I must I must, I suppose," said the old man, closing 
the door. He then went with his purchases into the kitchen, 
and I entered my sitting-room, where I was soon occupied 
with my morning paper. 

I remained seated in my easy-chair for more than a quarter 
of an hour, but no breakfast made its appearance. I rang 
the bell, but no notice being taken of it, I got angry, and 
went to the head of the kitchen stairs to ask the cause 
of the delay. I was preparing to speak in as amiable a 
tone as possible, when I heard the cry of some one as if 
in deep sorrow. The door of the kitchen was evidently 
closed, and the sound reached me imperfectly, but still 
sufficiently to show that it was no common grief that caused 
it. Setting all idea of ceremony aside, I ran down-stairs 
as quickly as I could, and opened the kitchen-door, when 
a sight presented itself to me, that, though my profession 
accustoms me to scenes of misery, I never saw surpassed. 
The whole is now as clear in my memory as it was the 
moment I saw it, so profound was the impression that it 
made on me. 

A miserable truckle-bed was placed against the wall oppo- 
site the fireplace. On it, desperately ill from fever, and 
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apparently dying, was the daughter who used to wait upon 
me. She was greatly altered, so much so that at the first 
glance I scarcely recognised her. She was ghastly pale, and 
appeared hardly conscious, but she was evidently trying to 
understand what was passing around her. 

On a chair before her Mrs. Sandoy was seated. She was 
weeping bitterly. The sorrow which oppressed her was evi- 
dently terrible, for reserved as she was naturally, she now 
wept aloud without the slightest restraint. She was so com- 
pletely absorbed that she did not hear me come into the 
kitchen, nor did she see me, for her face was buried in 
her hands. At her feet lay the paper which the stranger 
had put in the old man's hand. The old man himself 
was stooping over some half-lighted coals at the bottom of 
the kitchen-grate, trying to make some water boil to cook 
the eggs for my breakfast. The tea was evidently already 
made, and the teapot was on the fender. I went to Mrs. 
Sandoy and put my hand upon her shoulder. Feeling 
its pressure she took her hands from her fsice and imme- 
diately recognised me ; but her grief for the moment took 
away the power of speech. The artificial smile with which 
she used to greet me had entirely vanished, and a look so 
imploring, so pathetic, had come in its place that it fairly 
went to my heart. 

" Come, come, Mrs. Sandoy," I said, in my gentlest 
manner, " collect yourself, and let me know if I can assist 
you in any way. I will do it willingly if it is in my power." 

As I said this, a look of intelligence passed over the face 
of the dying girl. She first cast a glance of extreme affec- 
tion on her weeping mother, and then, turning her eyes to 
me, she gave me a glance of intense gratitude. It was so 
sweet, so beautiful, the spirit that had almost vanished 
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seemed for a moment to come back to her mortal frame to 
thank me for my charity. The mother now found words, 
but was somewhat incoherent. 

"What have I done that I must suffer so?" she ex- 
claimed. " I never wronged any one, and every one's 
hand is against me. I am broken-hearted, thoroughly 
broken-hearted," she continued, wringing her hands ; " and 
not a soul in the world to help me. God grant me strength 
to bear it, if it is only for the sake of that poor dear, or 
I shall sink under it" 

Here she cast a look of intense love on her dying child, 
who had now relapsed into a state of exhaustion. Finding 
I had little hope of gaining the attention of the mother, I 
touched the old man on the arm, and beckoned to him 
to follow me up-stairs into the parlour. He did so, 
and I then asked him for an explanation of what I had 
seen. 

" Well, sir," he said, " it's a sad affair altogether. You 
see things has gone on very bad with them for some time 
past. They were formerly very respectable; and the mis- 
tress is, as I am told, the widow of a captain in the army, 
— at least I don't know it for myself, but I have heard it I 
have only known them since they have kept a lodging- 
house, but she's no more fit for it than I am for a tight- 
rope dancer. They are now thoroughly broken down. 
Three of her children have died since her husband's death, 
and the doctor says this one won't live till to-morrow, 
and then she'll only have one left" 

" Where is the other child ?" I inquired. 

** She's governess in a ladies' school in the countiy ; but 
bad luck's followed them there too. She was to have come 
up to London yesterday, and bring with her six months' 
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pay, a matter of ten pounds. Well, instead of coming, she 
sends up a letter sa}ning the mistress can't pay her, and is 
going to be a bankrupt, and she wants her mother to send 
her a post-office order for twenty shillings, to pay her fare 
up to town. Lord bless you ! sir, she can't do it. The 
poor woman has not a shilling in the world she can call 
her own." 

" Is she so very poor ? " 

" Dreadfully ! why, I am in for a distress for the rent — 
she owes twelve months' ; and this morning there comes in 
another for the Queen's taxes. They always hoped on, and got 
from bad to worse. They seemed to have got a start when 
you came here, for the house was as full as it could hold. 
But that poor girl got took ill with the fever, and the family 
in the first floor got frightened lest the children should catch 
it, and so they went off at a day's notice. Then the medical 
student bolted a good deal in their debt, and then the 
law-writer went — ^he owed nothing. You are the only one 
that's kept by her, but your money ain't much good to 
cover what she owes. I'm in for fifty pounds, besides the 
Queen's taxes, and the)r're six more." 

" Who is the landlord ? " 

" I don't know, sir. He is a very rich man, and lives in 
the country. Our people received their orders from the 
solicitor who manages his estates." 

" Do you know the solicitor's address ? " 

" Oh yes, sir ; I can give it to you." 

I took out my memorandum-book, and wrote down the 
address as the old man dictated. 

" I suppose," I said, " these things will not be disturbed 
for a day or two?" 

*' Oh no, sir — not till the poor woman has somewhat got 
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over her trouble. Our people ain't hard^ at least for our line 
of business." 

" You say the daughter in the country wants money to 
come up to town. Do you know her address ? " 

" Yes, sir, leastwise the letter is lying on the dresser, and I 
can easily get it" 

" Well, then, there are a couple of sovereigns," I said; " I 
wish you would get a post-office order, and send her daughter 
down the twenty shillings. With the remainder get any- 
thing they want below, until I come back in the evening." 

I put the money on the table. The old man looked at it 
with astonishment, but he said nothing, nor did he advance 
to take it. 

" Why don't you take the money ? " I said. 

" Well, sir, I could hardly bejieve my eyes," he answered, 
** it's so seldom that we meet with anything of the kind in 
our way of business, I will do it, sir, honourably," he con- 
tinued, clutching the money. ''I would as soon rob a 
church as not lay out every farthing of it as you say." 

He put the money in his pocket, and was leaving the room. 

" Stop," I said to him, " I want you to answer two ques- 
tions more. Who put in the distress for the taxes?" 

" Our people, sir ; their house is in William Street, and 
the name Thompson is on the shop-front" 

" Where does the doctor live who attends the sick 
girl?" 

" Close by, sir ; you must pass the house as you go out ; 
it's Dr. Jones." 

I had noticed the house frequently in passing, and I now 
determined to call on the doctor. 

" Has he been kind to her ? " I inquired. 

" Very much so, sir ; but, Lord bless you ! it was of no use. 

K 
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He told her mother to give her plenty of wine and brandy, 
and keep her constitution well up. Where was she to get it 
from? She has not, as I said before, a shilling in the world 
at this moment She was obliged to borrow one of you 
this morning for your breakfast. She is a lady, and a true 
lady, too, but there isn't a pauper in the workhouse poorer 
than she is. In another week or ten days she'll be there I 
suspect Why, that poor girl will have to be buried by the 
parish if somebody don't befriend them ; and I don't know 
nothing worse than that." 

" Then the sick girl has positively wanted the medical 
necessaries prescribed for her ? " 

'' She has indeed, sir ; at any rate a good many of them." 

" Brandy, among others ? " I said, looking significantly at 
him. 

He winced a little under my glance. 

" Well, sir, there's no use shirking the question, she has, 
from time to time, since I have been in the house, had a little 
brandy. I hope you are not angry with her mother, sir," he 
continued. " It cost her a good deal, I can tell you, to do it. 
Your dog may be honest, but the honestest dog in the world 
will steal for her pups." 

The butcher's man and the mongrel recurred to my mind at 
that moment. Could that fellow forgive and assist the brute, 
and I keep up one thought of anger against the poor mbther? 
I was angry with myself for the injustice I had done her in 
suspecting her sobriety. I owed her an atonement, and 
I that moment resolved to make it. I took up my hat 
and stick. 

" I shall not take my breakfast at home this morning," I 
said ; " you can have it yourself if you please." 

The man opened the street-door for me, and I left the 
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house. I had not proceeded many yards before the old man 
ran after me. 

" I beg your pardon, sir," he said, in a hesitating manner ; 
" but I am afraid I shall not be doing right by my employers 
to leave the house for the post-office order. Suppose I can't 
get in again? Not that I'm afraid of Mrs. Sandoy not 
acting honourable, but the poor creature is nearly beside 
herself." 

" There is my latch-key ; sit up for me till my retiffn. I 
do not think- 1 shall be late." 

My first visit was to the doctor's. There I heard little I 
did not know before. The poor girl was evidently falling a 
prey to the fever through want of proper remedies. I then 
found out the broker's. The master received me with great 
civility. He told me that the fistct was the poor woman had 
no chance of success, and they wanted to get her out of the 
house. She could not pay her rent, nor was there the 
slightest probability that she would ever beable to do so. The 
solicitors, he said, were highly respectable people, and I had 
better apply to them if I wished further information. With 
respect to the taxes they could not be hdd over any longer. 
I told him I would pay them immediately if he pleased. He 
told me he wanted nothing better, as he had a great dislike 
to be hard upon anybody. He then prepared the receipt, 
and I paid him the money, and he assured me the distress 
should be immediately raised. 

I then went to my own solicitor's and laid the case before 
him. With the caution of a lawyer, he advised me to be 
very careful before I interfered further in the matter. 

" You are not in possession of all the facts," he said ; "to 
use an old proverb, you are pulling an old house over your 
head." 
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I told him I should consider anything I advanced in the 
light of a loan. 

*' Your security, I am afraid, will be a bad one," he said, 
laughing. 

" I am not so certain of that, Mr. Lawyer," I replied ; "I 
have had a good deal to do with women in my time, and I 
know their psychology as well as most men. I have the 
highest respect for the integrity of women in money matters, 
if love or drink does not interfere to make them dishonest ; 
,my friend is too old for the first, and I have already proof 
that she is not likely to fall a victim to the latter. I thought 
otherwise, but I found I was mistaken." 

** Then it appears, that with all your skill and experience, 
you have been deceived in the latter point already. But 
admitting all you say to be true, she is a pauper, and, as far as 
you can see, there is no chance of her being anything else, 
and therefore I hold her security to be as bad as possible." 

'^ ' It is a long lane that has no turning,' says the old pro- 
verb, and she may probably have a turn for the better yet." 

'* Granted, doctor ; but when that time comes your claim 
may be barred by the statute of limitations." 

'* There is no statute of limitations for the integrity of an 
honourable woman, Mr. Lawyer." 

** There is decidedly no use in arguing with a wilful man," 
he said, laughing. ** If you will bum your fingers, you 
must ; but as long as I am your legal adviser, you shall do 
it to the least possible extent. There is no occasion for 
you to pay the money. It will be enough if you offer to be 
security for the current year's rent. I know the solicitors, 
and there is not a more honourable firm in the profession, or 
one less likely to act in a grasping or cruel manner. When 
they know the facts, I am sure they will agree to the proposi- 
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tion. Besides," he said, relapsing again entirely into the • 
lawyer, " they would be very foolish if they did not. If they 
save the amount of rent due by the sale of the furniture, 
that will not give them possession of the house. They must 
commence proceedings for an ejectment, and they may be 
somewhat tedious if the defendant pleases, and then, very 
possibly in this case, as in many others where a widow is 
upon the point of losing her cause, a husband makes his 
appearance^ whose address is at Aldgate Pump, or some 
other locality which nobody can find, and all has to be begun 
over again." 

I felt annoyed at the idea of my poor friend having a 
husband ''turn up," as he called it, but I concealed my 
annoyance. 

" Now," continued the lawyer, " I think I know your 
wishes, and, as I am very busy this morning, I trust you 
will excuse me, and imagine that I have said, ' Go,' in as 
courteous phraseology as possible." I took this very un- 
mistakable hint, and wished him good morning. 

The remainder of the day I spent on business of my own. 
It occupied me till so late an hour, that before I had dined 
it was ten o^clock. I then went home, thoroughly tired. 
When I arrived I found the street-door open and the old man 
on tho step waiting for me. I was aware that some intelli- 
gence must have reached him, he was so profoundly obse- 
quious. He requested that I would wait a moment while 
he lighted a candle. He was afraid I might hurt myself in 
the dark. I heard him in the sitting-room striking a lucifer, 
which evidently would not bum, all the time expressing his 
profound grief at keeping me waiting. At last he succeeded 
in lighting me into my room, with a grace worthy of the 
Hummum's, or any other second-class hotel. When I had 
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entered, he closed the door in a most mysterious manner, 
and informed me that the distress for the Queen's taxes had 
been taken off. 

I inquired if Mrs. Sandoy were aware of the fact 
" She was not," he said. " As he had not received my 
instructions about it, he thought it would be better not to 
mention it till he saw me." 

I commended his discretion, and told him not to men- 
tion it till I informed him. I then inquired after the post- 
office order. He had sent it as*! had directed. He had also 
enclosed a note of his own, saying that her sister was danger- 
ously ill, and advising her to leave for London immediately. 
He told her also that, as her mother was too grieved to 
write, and as he was living in the house, that he had written 
the letter for her. 

I complimented him for everything he had done, and 
again requested he would ^keep all secret from Mrs. Sandoy 
till I told him. I inquired if the daughter were stUl alive. 
"Yes, sir; but she cannot live till morning." 
" Do you think I can do anything for her mother?" 
" Nothing whatever, sin She is so cut up i do not think 
she would know you." 

"Well, I shall not want anything more now, so good 
night." I then went into my bedroom, and, despite the 
misery that I knew was beneath me, I soon fell asleep. 

The next morning, on entering my sitting-room, I found 
the ragged brown holland window-blind drawn down to its 
full extent, and a silence, the silence of death, was in the 
house. Accustomed as I am to death in all shapes, his 
presence in a dwelling-house, in the bosom of a private 
family, has something to me exceedingly awful in it. It 
excites a sensation which bids a man speak with bated 
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breath. On no other occasion has death the same effect 
on me. I have stood, while ahnost a lad, in the midst 
of a vast French dissecting-room, with tables in a long 
row on each side, each with a corpse upon it, and a 
further supply heaped on each other in a comer. The 
sight elicited no regret nor abhorrence, nay, the jest and the 
laugh, and the promise to meet some fellow-student at a 
ball the same evening, or a party of pleasure the next 
Sunday, went on unrestrainedly. I have seen death in a 
thousand duplicate copies on the field of battle, and stood 
in the midst of them with indifference. I have seen 
him in the pestilence in India, unfrightened, and even in- 
different to the sight, while blackened corpses swelled and 
festered on every bed around me, the attendants being too 
terrified to remove them. When visiting a sick mother, I 
have removed the dead child fi'om her breast, gently, it is 
true, but still only as an obstacle in my way. I have had 
the powerful soldier, when under my knife, droop forward 
his head an^l the next moment be a corpse. I then felt 
sorry for the poor fellow, but had no awe. Is it that death 
at home is more in accordance with that love for each other 
which God has implanted in our breasts, or is it that the 
sorrow of those who have loved the lost one is sympathetic, 
and enters our hearts without our knowledge or consent ? 

I rang the bell, and the old man made his appearance. 
Although he had evidently been weeping, and had scarcely 
recovered himself, he was even more profoundly obsequious 
to me than he had been the evening before. He waited 
silently for me to speak. 

" Is all over ? " I inquired. 

"Yes, sir, at five o*clock this morning, and a happy 
release it was. It was very sad though, for all that." 



136 SHIRLEY HALL ASYLUM. 

" Well, at any rate, it is over. How is Mrs, Sandoy ? ** 

" Pretty nigh broken-hearted, sir ; but it's no use attempt- 
ing to comfort her, so I don't attempt it" 

" Far better not. Of course, she has not money enough 
to bury her daughter ? ** 

" With the exception of the money you left in my hands 
she has nothing in the world." 

" Do you know a respectable undertaker near here ? " 

" Yes, sir." He gave me the address, and I wrote it 
down. 

" I shall give him orders for the funeral," I said. " I am 
going out of town now for a week or ten days ; but I will 
leave the money for my rent in advance with you, and while 
I am gone, I hope you will see that Mrs. Sandoy wants 
nothing you can get her." 

" I would do it willingly, sir, but I leave here to-day." 

" Indeed, how is that ? " 

**The distraint for the rent has been removed, sir; I 
received notice of it from my employer this morning." 

" Where are you going to next ? " 

" I do not know, sir. I am afraid they've got no other 
job for me on hand." 

" Have you any objection to remain here if I pay you?" 

" None whatever, sir. On the contrary, I shall be very 
glad." 

" Very well, then, remain. I daresay we shall not dis- 
agree about pay." 

He smiled obsequiously, and evidently tried to make it 
appear that pecuniary compensation was an idea beneath 
him. 

** Now get me pen and ink ; but stop, docs Mrs. Sandoy 
know that the distraints are removed?" 
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'' No, sir ; you told me not to mention it" 

" Quite right ; I shall not breakfast at home. Now go 
down-staiis, and I wiU ring when I want jou." 

'' He then left me, and I wrote a note to Mrs. Sandoy, 
and enclosed in the envelope a five-pound note, request- 
ing that she would accept it as a gift, or consider it as a 
loan, as might be most grateful to her feelings. I then 
went into my bedroom, and, having packed up my carpet- 
bag, agam rang for the old man. 

" I am now going," I said ; " I understand you will not 
leave till my return. There are a couple of sovereigns, get 
what you want, and account to me for them when I see you 
again. I shall call at the undertaker's as I go, and I have 
no doubt you will soon see him here. When I am gone, you 
can tell Mrs. Sandoy that the distraints are removed, and 
that she may expect her daughter to-day. Have you any 
suggestions to make ?** 

" None whatever, sir." 

" Very well, then, get me a cab." As soon as he returned 
with it, he placed my carpet-bag in it, and when I was seated, 
he closed the door. 

" &ood morning," I said to him, as the cab was moving 
off. **Stop, give that note to Mrs. Sandoy." The cab 
then moved away. 

I first went to the undertaker's : my interview with him 
was exceedingly short. I ordered a modest inexpensive 
funeral, and made myself answerable for the cost, giving as 
a reference the address of my solicitor. I then went to the 
Brighton railway-station, and taking the train, remained by 
the sea-side for a fortnight. 
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A doctor's wooing. — Continued. 

LTHOUGH I greatly enjoyed my sojourn at 
Brighton, I must confess that my thoughts wan- 
dered frequently to my protigees in London. 
Nevertheless I refrained from writing to them, or even in 
directly inquiring after them, and as they did not know my 
address, I naturally heard nothing from them. At the end 
of a fortnight I returned to town, giving no notice of my 
arrival. I reached home somewhat late. I had forgotten 
to take my latch-key from the old man, and was, in con- 
sequence, obliged to knock at the door, a circumstance 
which somewhat annoyed me, as I did not feel well, and 
wished, if possible, to avoid an interview with the family 
that evening. The door was opened by a remarkably pretty 
young girl of perhaps eighteen years of age, dressed in 
simple, but deep mourning. I had no difficulty in recog- 
nising her, for her mother's amiable expression and form of 
face were easily distinguishable in her. As I entered, she 
asked me if I wished to see the apartments, but I told her I 
was already a tenant. She immediately understood me, and 
hastened to light me into my sitting-rooip. She told me 
she was very sorry her mother was not at home to receive 
me, but that she had gone out on some commission with 
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the old man. I replied that it was unimportant, as I was 
tired, and not very well ; and, as I should not want any- 
thing more that night, I should go to bed at once. She 
again regretted the absence of her mother, who would be 
much vexed at not seeing me ; but as I made no remark, 
she left me. 

The next morning was to be one of trial I thought, but 
it passed off more smoothly than I had anticipated. I hesi- 
tated some little time before leaving my room, as I felt some- 
what nervous ; why, I know not, unless it arose from the 
extreme aversion I have to a woman's thanking me for any 
good office I may have done her. However, it was useless 
delaying, as the meeting must take place ; so I went into 
my sitting-room and rang my bell, hoping the old man 
would make his appearance, as I could then obtain from 
him all the information I required. I was mistaken ; it was 
my landlady herself who answered my summons. Her face 
was ashy pale, and bore on it all the traces of recent 
grief. She was neatly dressed in mourning, and, in that 
respect, looked better than I had ever seen her, as hitherto, 
doubtless from her various household duties, she had had 
but little opportunity to pay attention to her toilet. She 
came into the room evidently prepared to express the grati- 
tude she felt^ but when in my presence she could not utter 
a word. Two or three attempts that she made failed ; and, 
feeling her inability to speak, she raised her trembling hand 
to her face, not to wipe away the tears which were fast 
gathering in her eyes, but to conceal the quivering of the 
under lip, a trait peculiar to some women in subduing 
strong emotion. I was the first to break silence. Patting . 
her on the shoulder (it is a bad habit I have got when 
I wish to console any one in trouble), I merely said, 



I40 SHIRLEY HALL ASYLUM. 

" Mrs. Sandoy, I am in a great hurry this morning ; you 
would oblige me by letting me have my breakfast as quickly 
as possible." With a woman's intuitive quickness she 
understood me, and casting one look in my face she left 
the room. 

If the absurd doctrines of some on the occult s)rmpathy 
existing between human beings were somewhat toned 
down, and the equally absurd ideas of others, that such 
sympathies do not exist, were got rid of, a most 
beautiful and interesting study would open itself to the 
psychologist. 

Short as had been my interview with my landlady, and 
silent as we had remained, an interesting conversation, per- 
fectly understood by both, had been carried on between us. 
She had told me eloquently her extreme gratitude for the 
kindness I had shown her, and had assured me that it would 
never be forgotten ; while I, on my part, had informed her 
that what I had done on her behalf had repaid itself 
already ; that I was perfectly well aware of her gratitude, 
but that I objected to receive any thanks ; and that I sin- 
cerely wished that prosperity and happiness might be hers 
for the future. 

My breakfast was brought into the room by the pretty 
bright-eyed girl I had seen the evening before. She placed 
everything handily on the table, although it was easy 
to perceive that she had been but a short time accus- 
tomed to a duty of the kind. When all was ready, I re- 
quested that she would send up the old man to me. 
When he entered the room, he wore on his face the expres- 
sion of one who has conscientiously fulfilled a delicate and 
difficult task, and was about to receive the amount of praise 
due to him for his diligence. I found from him that every- 
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thbg had taken place just as I had wished it ; that the 
funeral had been conducted in a quiet, decent manner; 
that the mother and daughter had both followed the 
corpse to the grave; that the girl was a quick, good- 
tempered creature, indefatigable in her exertions to assist 
her mother; that the first floor and upper part of the 
house had been let for six months at least, to a highly 
respectable family, who paid liberally fpr the accommoda- 
tion, and would enter on possession next week; and, to 
conclude, that the old man himself had been engaged by 
them for a continuance, to dean boots and shoes, to run 
errands, and, in a word, to maHe himself generally useful. 
He then gave me an account of his expenditure, after which 
I remunerated him for his exertions to his complete satis- 
faction. 

During the next week everything went on smoothly. The 
new lodgers took possession of their apartments, and the 
debt I had incurred in becoming security for the current 
rent was now, in spite of the prognostication of my solicitor 
to the contrary, a mere matter of form. Mrs. Sandoy and 
her daughter, I need hardly say, attended to my every 
want in the most assiduous manner. We became more 
intimate. I discovered that Mrs. Sandoy was, as the old 
man had told me, the widow of a captain in the army, who 
had sold his commission a few years before his death, and 
had left his wife and children utterly penniless. Her mother 
had married a second time a crabbed old man, a builder 
of considerable wealth, but she had had no family by her 
second husband. Mrs. Sandoy, after the death of her 
husband, had resided with her father-in-law. Her mother 
soon afterwards died, but she continued still in the house^ 
acting as the old man's housekeeper. 



142 SHIRLEY HALL ASYLUM. 

I also gradually found out that a certain fine young man 
I had seen in the evening more than once was the accepted 
lover of the daughter Mar)'. Unfortunately there was little 
chance of their union speedily taking place. She of course 
had nothing, and he was only an under-clerk in a respectable 
solicitor's office. His father had been a solicitor in good 
practice, and had given his son an excellent education, 
but misfortune had come upon the old man, and he was 
now one of the poor brethren in the Charterhouse. If 
to the calculating eye of the old doctor there appeared 
but little chance of their speedy union, Love com- 
pletely blmded the young couple to the fact, and per- 
suaded them that &at which appeared to all others as 
almost hopeless was a point comparatively easy for them 
to attain. 

Things new appeared to be going on prosperously enough, 
but my poor landlady seemed to be one of those whom 
Misfortune especially chooses to wreak her spite on. I 
understood that she had for two or three days com- 
plained of not feeling very well, and one morning Mary 
asked me to see her mother. 

** I know she will be angry with me for troubling you," 
she said, *' but I am sure mamma is far from well, although 
she will not own it." 

I readily promised to see her mother, and, to my great 
sorrow, I found the symptoms of severe fever upon her. I 
immediately ordered her to remain in bed, to which she 
strongly objected. 

"How is the house to go on without me?" she said. 
" I feel persuaded Mary will exert herself too much, and if 
she fall ill it would break my heart" I was inexorable, 
however, and Mrs. Sandoy was obliged to take to her bed. 
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I determined to attend to the case myself, and resolved that 
she at least should not fall a victim to the disease for want 
of proper medical applications. 

The fever ran on ; and it was about as severe a case as I 
was ever called upon to treat. Fortunately, every attention 
she required was at hand. Nothing could exceed the 
incessant care and solicitude of her daughter Mary; and 
the anxiety of her doctor was as great as if the invalid had 
been his own sister. Another unfortunate circumstance 
now occurred. The family who occupied the lodgings 
hearing that fever was in the house declined to remain in 
it. They, however, liberally paid a month's rent, and that 
made things better than they might have been. 

The fever now changed to a typhoid form, and delirium 
set in. The daughter was incessantly required at the bed- 
side of the mother, and the excellent girl was unceasingly 
at her post. One night when I was asleep I was awakened by 
Mary hastily tapping at my door, and begging that I would 
come and see her mother, who was so much worse that she 
was quite alarmed. I arose, and having hastily dressed my- 
self, I went up to Mrs. Sando/s bedroom. Here I found that 
the delirium had increased to such an extent that Mary was 
afraid her mother would rise from her bed, and that she 
would be unable to control her. She also said her mother 
was talking in the wildest and most incoherent manner. 
One moment she was in alarm about the rent, the next she 
was expecting a visit from one of the royal family. Then 
some gentleman was coming to take her lodgings and she 
should not be ready to receive him ; she must get up and 
prepare things for him. Every moment the wild thoughts 
which were passing through her brain took another 
subject. **Why did not Mary anive? There was 
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nothing to detain her. Was I sure she was well ? Would 
I go to Sir Walter Stirling's and insist on him to send. 
Why did he not come ? There was something wrong she 
was sure. She then appeared to forget that her poor girl 
was dead and called her repeatedly, and appeared irritated 
that she did not come. 

I stayed with her for more than an hour. At last nature 
seemed exhausted, and after a little time she appeared 
to fall asleep. I then went below, telling Mary to call me 
again without fail should the paroxysm return. I was soon 
in bed, but I found it impossible to sleep. I was, I admit, 
most anxious about my patient's condition, and I lay tiun- 
ing over in my mind the probable changes in her favour, 
and what remedies L could use to bring them about. My 
thoughts then reverted to the state of her mind, and that 
led to divers medical speculations on the effect that delirium 
had on the brain. I remembered a case I had read of in an 
old German book — by-the-bye, I believe Schiller mentions it 
somewhere — about an old Lithuanian peasant, whose wife 
imagined him to be possessed of a devil. The poor fellow 
had been attacked by fever, and delirium had followed. 
During the paroxysms he was incessantly speaking in a 
language no one could understand ; but one old lady had 
sufficient learning to know that it was the language ordinarily 
employed in the dominions of Satan. The curate of the 
parish was immediately sent for to exorcise the spirit. When 
he arrived, he refused to commence operations unless he 
had some- reasonable proof of the fiend's presence. The 
sick man did not leave him long in doubt, but began 
gabbling away faster than ever. The old priest was thun- 
derstruck. His classical knowledge had greatly faded since 
he was ordained, but he had still sufficient left to know that 
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the sick man was repeating the first chapter of the gospel of 
St. John in Greek. The wife was immediately questioned 
whether her husband was a man of any education. He re- 
ceived for answer, that he could not write his name, nor did 
he know one letter from another. The sick man recom- 
menced his jabbering, and the old priest listened even 
more attentively than before. " No, no, he was not mis- 
taken ; it was Greek sure enough." 

The poor priest was somewhat puzzled what to do. How 
to account for the man's knowledge of Greek was impossible, 
but, at the same time, if he had been under the dominion of 
Satan at the moment, the gospel of St. John would certainly 
not have been the text-book chosen. The priest, however, 
got out of the difficulty as he best could, and in time the 
old peasant recovered. He was now seriously taken to task 
by the priest, who openly accused him of " shamming stupid.*' 
The peasant indignantly denied the accusation, and main- 
tained that his stupidity was as honestly his own as his 
reverence's learning was his. The priest, however, was 
pertinacious, and inquired into the history of the man's 
life. In it he discovered that half a century before, the 
peasant, then about sixteen years of age, had been a servant 
in the establishment of a professor of the University of 
Bonn. It was then the custom for a scholar, when he was 
removed from the lowest class into the one above it, to 
translate and repeat by heart the first chapter of St. John 
in Greek. By continually hearing it recited, it at last took 
root in the servant's memory, without his in the least under- 
standing its meaning. It afterwards faded till delirium 
restored it. Other cases of the kind then came to my 
memory, but less and less vividly, till at length I fell fast 
asleep. 

L 
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The next morning I certainly found my patient calmer, 
but with no material improvement. In the afternoon de- 
lirium again came on. Fortunately, my anxiety had pre- 
vented me from leaving the house that day, and I was 
present and could assist Mary. The sentences were of the 
same incoherent description as on the evening before, but 
the words "Sir Walter Stirling must send it back; he has no 
right to keep it," were repeated more than once. I asked 
Maiy whether her mother had ever been acquainted with 
Sir Walter Stirling. 

Never. Mary had never even heard his name before: 

In the evening Mary's lover called. In the description I 
gave in answer to his anxious inquiries as to Mrs. Sandoy's 
health, I mentioned to him the singular fact of her having 
mentioned Sir Walter Stirling's name so frequently, and that 
yet she had had no acquaintance with him. 

" Sir Walter Stirling," he said, smiling sadly, " was not of 
a profession with which Mrs. Sandoy has had much com- 
munication." 

"Who was he? " I inquired. 

" He was a banker, and failed many years ago. It was 
before my time, but I have heard my father speak of him." 

" But are you certain she might not have had business 
transactions with the banker? I think it very probable 
she might have had." I then related to him the stoiy 
of the Lithuanian peasant, and other cases where the 
memory had been renewed by mania. I questioned Mary, 
but she knew of no acquaintance whatever between them ; 
and the conversation shortly afterwards dropped, as Theo- 
dore (Mary's lover) had promised to spend the evening with 
his father at the Charterhouse. 

During the next twenty-four hours Mrs. Sandoy did not 
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improve, yet with the exception of the continual strain on 
her constitution she was no worse. Theodore joined us 
again late the next evening, and I could easily see by 
his eyes that he had some news for us. 

After he had left us the evening before, he had proceeded 
direct to his father's. " In the course of conversation," 
he said, " I mentioned to my father the frequent use Mrs. 
Sandoy had made of Sir Walter Stirling's name, and the 
different anecdotes you had related to me. My father has 
an intimate friend, also an inmate of the Charterhouse, 
whose brother had formerly been one of the principal clerks 
in Stirling's bank, and had also been occupied in winding 
up the concern. He had afterwards accepted an appoint- 
ment in a joint-stock bank, where he had remained till he 
retired on a pension. My father promised 'to make in- 
quiries of him to-day and let m/e know the result I have 
just left him. He told me that he and his friend had called 
this morning on the retired cashier, who remembered nothing 
of any one of the name of Sandoy as connected directly 
or indirectly with the bank. They had had a good deal of 
trouble with an old builder of the name of Norman, who 
had lodged some papers or deeds with them as a collateral 
security for some temporary loan he hajd required. The 
money had been repaid, and all the documents but one 
returned, but that one had by some accident been mislaid. 
He did not know how the affair terminated, as he had 
accepted another appointment before the winding up was 
thoroughly completed." 

" But grandpapa's name was Gorman, and not Norman," 
said Mary. 

"Still," said Theodore, "it is very possible that the 
cashier, from the distance of time, may have mistaken it. 
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However, I asked my father to call on him again to-monow 
and if possible get further infonnation from him.*' 

" O Theodore ! " said Mary, " I am veiy sorry you should 
give your father so much trouble about it It can lead to 
nothing." 

" Veiy possibly ; but then we shall be no worse off than 
we are now. I have heard you say that your mother always 
considered herself well provided for before your grand- 
father's death." 

" That is true ; but he died without a will, and she re- 
ceived nothing but two hundred pounds which the heir-at- 
law gave her. It was not very generous, considering the 
fine fortune he inherited." 

" But for all that," said Theodore, " he might have left 
his will with his banker. Though, by-the-bye, wills are not 
exactly the securities that bankers are apt to lend money 
upon. At the same time, inquiries can do no harm, and I 
am determined to go on with them." 

I complimented the young fellow on his determination, 
and encouraged him to go on with the search, which he pro- 
mised to do. Shortly afterwards, he said that he was obliged 
to leave us, and Mary went down-stairs with him to let him 
out, while I remained on guard in the sick-room. I must 
say she was longer in bidding him good-bye than I should 
have been ; but, poor child, she had a good excuse. 

That night I sat up with the invalid for some hours, to 
allow Maiy some rest, on whom incessant watching was 
beginning to have a most prejudicial effect. So pallid had 
she lately become, that I detennined the next day to find 
some good nurse to assist her, or otherwise she too might 
fall a victim to the unaccustomed fatigue she was then ex- 
periencing. My patient was now quite quiet, and I had 
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ample time for reflection. I do not know what encouraged 
me to hope that something advantageous might arise from 
the exertions of the young man in discovering what 
relation had formerly existed between the old builder and 
the banker. A will was the only thing that could be 
at all serviceable to Mrs. Sandoy ; but, as Theodore had 
stated, it was not the security a banker would advance 
money upon. Any other document might turn out to the 
advantage of the heir-at-law, but certainly could not benefit 
njy poor patient. With respect to her future, I had cer- 
tainly great reason to fear ; but the same unreasoning hope 
which induced me to think that some benefit might accrue 
from investigating the old builder's claim on the insolvent 
banker buoyed me up in the idea that she would recover. As 
I said before, her case was one of the most severe I had 
ever attended. With any other patient I should certainly 
have thought it my duty to have warned her friends of the 
probable, or rather almost certain, fatal termination of the 
disease ; but now, without cause, I looked upon the case as 
certain of recovery, and I began to frame in my mind ques- 
tions respecting Sir Walter Stirling, which I should put to 
her when she was sufficiently well to answer them. About 
two o'clock in the morning, Mary came to my relief, and I 
sought my bed, thoroughly tired out. 

Next morning I found my patient much in the same 
state, but Mary's face showed such unmistakable signs of 
exhaustion, and the effects of the unwholesome atmosphere 
of a sick-room, that, immediately after breakfast, I started 
to St. George's Hospital and requested the matron, if 
possible, to find me a nurse. Fortunately, at the moment 
there was one applying for a situation. She was a heavy- 
looking old woman with a good-natured expression of 
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countenance, and it was also without that characteristic 
mark of her profession — traces of gin upon it I hired her 
on the condition that her recommendation should please 
me. She immediately gave me the name of a medical man 
in the neighbourhood who knew her. I determined to call 
on him on my way home. I told her that if she were 
certain that her character was good, she had better go home 
at once and get her wardrobe (or bundle perhaps, would be 
the more correct term) ready, and I would call for her as 
soon as I had got her character. I found she was sober 
and honest, and, as with the generality of nurses of the Mrs. 
Gamp school it is better to inquire no further into cha- 
racter, I resolved to engage her. An hour afterwards she 
was on duty, and poor Mary, in spite of her remonstrances, 
sent to bed. 

Theodore called in the evening. His father had again 
seen the ex-cashier, who acknowledged the mistake he had 
made in the name. He now remembered that it was 
Gorman. He had also given Theodore's father the name 
of the solicitors of the assignees, and a note to a friend 
who had formerly been head clerk to the firm. I took from 
Theodore the name of the solicitors, and I encouraged the 
young fellow to go on with the investigation. I resolved, 
also, to call on my own solicitors and ask them to interest 
themselves in the affair. 

The next morning found me in their office. My solicitor 
knew the firm perfectly well, one of his partners having 
been an articled clerk in the house at the time of the bank- 
ruptcy. Beyond that they were people of high respecta- 
bility, and he had had frequent transactions with them. He 
had no doubt they would render me every possible assistance, 
although he did not believe the slightest good could come 
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of It The partner who had served his time in the firm 
now joined us, and I found he was also of opinion that it 
would be simply a loss of time to take any trouble about 
it He perfectly remembered the circumstance; and his 
opinion was, that whatever the document might have been, it 
was now irrecoverably lost Without the slightest reason 
on my side for differing with them, I took a totally different 
view of the afiair, and I told them as much. 

"Have your own way," said my legal friend, "if you 
please. I will write to the firm to-day, and ask permission for 
you, or rather for your attorney, to inspect what old papers 
they have bearing on the business, with a view of finding the 
document you want ; and you will have the satisfaction of 
paying for it without the slightest possible advantage 
accruing from the search." 

With this pleasing understanding I left him. The same 
evening, I received a communication from him, informing 
me that already an answer had been received from the 
solicitors for the assignees, offering every assistance to find 
the missing document, but, at the same time, they said 
they could not hold out any prospect of success. From 
the length of time which had elapsed since the transaction, 
the papers had got dispersed; and they found, by their 
books, that an application had formerly been made by a 
Mr. Gorman, which had proved unsuccessful. 

I had hardly finished reading the letter when Theodore 
came in. His father had succeeded in finding the address 
of the old managing clerk, who had promised to assist us if 
we were determined to move in the affair again. I 
requested him to ask his father to call on the clerk early in 
the morning, and get him to meet me at the office of my 
solicitor at noon the next day. He immediately left us. 
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and I spent the evening with Mary and the nurse in the 
invalid's room. Her health, I regret to say, did not im- 
prove. If the fever had not increased, it had certainly not 
diminished ; and, in the meantime, the constitution of my 
patient was suffering severely, and I began to look for- 
ward with great anxiety to the crisis, which would probably 
not arrive for a week or ten days. 

The next morning, on leaving home for my solicitor's 
office, I felt for the first time dispirited. Now that the 
termination was evidently near at hand, I felt how utterly 
improbable was the hope oi any ultimate success coming 
out of the transaction, and I almost blamed myself for 
entering into it. It was another proof of a weakness in 
my character, that a strong wish for a thing to occur was 
to me a primd-facie proof of the possibility of its occur- 
rence. Tliis habit was strengthened by a somewhat 
treacherous tendency of my memory, which, when I was 
resolving on any act, invariably brought forward instances 
of success, the very numerous cases of failure being omitted. 
That morning, however, memory reversed the usual order, 
and showed me how many times I had made myself ridi- 
culous in attempting to compass impossibilities, omitting 
to mention those cases in which I had succeeded. This 
unfortunate frame of mind had such an effect upon me, 
that, when I arrived at the office, I felt so completely 
ashamed of myself, that I hesitated some time at the 
door, before I could summon up sufficient courage to 
enter. At last I accomplished it, and I found not only 
my solicitor waiting for me, but the old managing clerk 
also. 

We immediately started off for the offices of the assignees' 
solicitors. The distance was short, but it was to me 



A DOCTOR'S WOOING. 1 53 

intensely disagreeable. There seemed a sort of tacit under- 
standing with the other two, that I was making a fool 
of myself, but I somewhat consoled myself with the idea 
that I was a free-bom Briton, and had a right to make a 
fool of myself if I chose. 

Immediately on our arrival we were ushered into a sort 
of waste upper room, in which a large deal box, labelled 
" Sir Walter Stirling's assignees," had been placed. A lad 
about sixteen years of age attended us. 

The box, on being opened, was found to contain a 
number of law papers and parcels of deeds, each tied up in 
brown paper and labelled. We examined each separately, 
as we took it out and read on the outside the names of the 
papers which each parcel contained. When we got to the 
bottom of the box, we had found nothing that could help us. 
It was proposed that we should replace the papers, but I 
insisted that each should be opened separately. My lawyer 
shrugged his shoulders, and the old managing clerk smiled. 
We proceeded with our task, but without success. As each 
paper wa^ opened, we gave it to the lad, who tied it up, 
and then replaced it in the box. 

" I beg your pardon, sir," he said, when I had given him 
one to tie up, ** but this feels as if there were another inside 
it." So saying, he opened it before us. We looked on 
indifferently at first, but my interest in it was soon vastly 
increased, for my eyes caught the words " Gorman " and 
" settlement." I snatched it hastily from the lad's hands. 
The apathy of my companions vanished, and they were 
soon as excited as I was myself. On opening the docu- 
ment, we found that it was a deed of settlement the old 
man had made on his wife, and on which he retained a life- 
interest. At his death, the property was to go to his wife's 
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daughter, Mrs. Sandoy. It did not appear at first sight 
very valuable. The property consisted of fourteen acres of 
land in Surrey. We took down in pencil the description of 
the place, the date, the names of the trustees and witnesses, 
and then, having descended into the office, we left the 
settlement in the hands of one of the partners. 

We now began to inquire where the property was situated. 
We found it was a short distance from London, in the im- 
mediate vicinity of one of the laige railway-stations. We 
felt assured that this circumstance must have greatly 
increased its value, but, at the moment, we could not go 
further into the matter. I then somewhat prematurely 
commissioned my soljicitor to act for Mrs. Sandoy ; and, 
after requesting the old managing clerk to accept a fee for 
the trouble he had taken, and which, to my great surprise, 
he refused, I returned home. 

That evening Theodore called on us, without having first 
gone to the Charterhouse. He seemed most anxious to 
know the result of our investigations, and yet was afraid to 
ask, so certain did the fact of our non-success appear. I 
saved him the trouble of making the inquiry by taking him 
and Mary into another room, and informing them of the 
events of the day. As might naturally have been ex- 
pected, he appeared perfectly astonished. I was immediately 
asked by him and Mary a thousand questions, more than 
nine-tenths of which were totally unanswerable. After- 
wards we went into Mrs. Sandoy*s bedroom, where the 
conversation, in spite of our resolution to the contrar}', was 
from time to time renewed. My patient was still delirious, but 
it was painful to witness her evident struggle to force her 
mind into a sane state on hearing, as she did more than once, 
the name of Sir Walter Stirling mentioned. I thought it 
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better, on noticing this, to warn my young friends not again 
to mention his name in her hearing. 

We then went below, leaving Mrs. Sandoy in charge of 
her nurse. We continued our conversation without interrup- 
tion till nearly two o'clock in the morning, making arrange- 
ments for future expenditure, as completely as if the money 
were already in our possession. It would be wrong to say 
that Theodore took leave of us, for I was fairly obliged to 
turn him out of the house. 

It would be too tedious to go through the whole of the 
circumstances by which we proved Mrs. Sandoy*s title to 
the settlement ; suffice it to say, that not only the trustee 
(who, by-the-bye, had been appointed without his knowledge 
by the eccentric old man) was alive, but the witnesses to 
the transaction also. The property which at his death 
might have been worth a couple of hundreds a year, was 
now of far greater value. The old man had purchased the 
ground as admirably adapted for a bui^ing speculation ; 
but since his death, a railway-station in its vicinity had so 
improved its value, that it now returned, in ground-rents 
alone, more than ;^ 1,400 a-year. The solicitor of the heir- 
at-law, after many demurs, was obliged to admit that the 
security appeared valid. Still he considered that counsel's 
opinion should be taken upon certain points, and generally, 
in the interest of his clients, threw every impediment in the 
way of a settlement At last, the affair was concluded, 
subject to the consent of Mrs. Sandoy, when she should be 
sufficiently recovered to have the subject brought before 
her. All arrears of interest were to be waived, and the 
estate, as it then stood, was to be made over to her. 

But the most terrible task was yet to be completed. The 
fever was evidently close upon its crisis, and its victim was 
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reduced almost to a skeleton. She still continued delirious. 
The old nurse was kind and attentive, and Mary was inde- 
fatigable, so that little was to be feared for her from lack 
of attention. Still we had great cause to dread the result. 

A week passed and the crisis was over. Mrs. Sandoy 
was freed from delirium as the fever left her, but she was 
so weak that it was doubtful whether the vital energy which 
still remained in her was strong enough to restore her to 
health. What I most dreaded was, the shock to the 
nervous system which the news of her good fortune would 
create if she heard it without caution. To avoid this I 
particularly warned the nurse on the subject. I told her 
not to give one hint, nor speak one word, which would be 
likely to call her mistress's attention to the subject. Mary 
I had already cautioned. She fully understood the neces- 
sity for silence, and promised to obey me ; from myself 
there was of course no danger. There was some little 
difficulty, however, in carrying out our wishes. Mrs. Sandoy, 
as soon as she found her strength increase, began to be 
excessively anxious about letting her apartments, and it 
required no little tact to form excuses sufficiently plausible 
to calm her. 

She was progressing rapidly, when one night Mary met 
me at the door, and, with tears in her eyes, informed me that 
her mother was much worse. I rushed up-stairs and found 
her again in a state of delirium and in a high fever. It ap- 
peared upon inquiry, that, while Mary was absent from 
the room, a conversation had taken place between Mrs. 
Sandoy and the nurse, which originated in the former 
asking if many people came to see the apartments. The 
poor old woman made a clumsy reply which aroused the 
curiosity of the patient, and she pressed her upon the point. 
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The old woman at last became so confused, that Mrs. 
Sandoy insisted upon an explanation ; and then, with many 
demands of secrecy, she told her patient all that she knew 
of the matter. The result was a terrible relapse. 

For days she hung between life and death, but, thanks 
to an excellent constitution, she at last showed signs of 
recovery. But a peculiarity appeared in her convalescence 
which frightened those not well acquainted with the occa- 
sional results of severe attacks of fever attended with pro- 
tracted delirium — ^her mind appeared affected. Among 
other peculiarities, she took an extraordinary aversion to 
her daughter Maiy ; so much so, that on more than one 
occasion she was heard to threaten that, as soon as she was 
strong enough to leave her bed, she would kill her. The 
poor girl was at first dreadfully distressed at this feeling of 
her mother against her, but I told her I was perfectly sure 
that with time it would subside. This somewhat calmed 
her. To conclude, Mrs. Sandoy recovered strength of body 
more rapidly than her mind returned to its normal state, 
so that I judged it would be better to place her for a short 
time under restraint As she willingly obeyed whatever I 
proposed, I sent her, under the care of a female friend of 
my own, to the Shirley Hall Asylum. 

" She remained here," continued Dr. Meadows, " for six 
months. Her health and strength, both of body and mind, 
returned rapidly. She was beloved by all who resided here 
at the time, and when she left us, it was a day of mourning 
for us all. 

" About three months after she had quitted the asylum, I 
received a letter containing wedding cards from Dr. and 
Mrs. Tyler, which, I must say, surprised mc greatly. How- 
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ever, Tyler had married her, and, although neither of them 
are very young, I believe it would be impossible to find 
a happier couple. He has an income of his own of at 
least six hundred a year, and that added to her handsome 
income, enables them to live not only in ease but in 
affluence. They have a very handsome place near Has- 
tings. Heaven has, to a certain extent, compensated her 
for the loss of her child, by her daughter Mary (who 
married Theodore) presenting her with a grand-daughter, 
and there is every probability of her being again equally 
generous. Theodore soon left the attorney's office, and 
entered himself as a law student in Lincoln's Inn. Lastly, 
the old broker's man received a small pension from Mrs. 
Sandoy, which conveniently contributes to the small emolu- 
ments of his unpleasant profession." 




CHAPTER IX. 

STORY OF A CLERGYMAN WHO APPLIED TO THE DEVIL FOR 
CONSOLATION AND RECEIVED IT — AND THE RESULTS. 

|H£ next case which I shall introduce to the reader's 
notice is that of the clergyman whom I found at 
the dinner-table on the day of my arrival at the 
asylum. He was a most gentlemanly man ; and, of all those 
cases which I had an opportunity of observing during the 
time I was under the care of Dr. Meadows, there was not one 
more worthy of sympathy than his, and possibly none so ter- 
rible. I had the pleasure of his intimate acquaintance during 
his residence among us ; and when he was reported so per- 
fectly cured as to be able to leave the asylum, it was almost 
with tears of sorrow that I heard the intelligence. There was 
a remarkable feature in his case which differed from those 
of all the other inmates, — ^he acknowledged the justice of 
his having been placed under restraint, nay, more, it was 
done at his own special desire. 

But, while admitting the necessity of his being placed 
under control, he never spoke about his malady. It was 
through the doctor that I heard the particulars of his case. 
He is now dead, and very probably forgotten, but, as his 
history may be a warning to others, I will run the risk of 
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being charged with indiscretion^ and narrate it as closely as 
possible, in the manner in whidi it was narrated to me. 

Mr. Beauchamp was the younger son of a gentleman of 
fortune, who resided in one of the midland counties. When 
a boy, he had been educated at Harrow, and afterwards 

entered as an undeigraduate at Hall, Oxford. He 

was then a remarkably handsome, fine-grown young man. 
He was intelligent, bold, active, and generous— perhaps 
a mean or ignoble thought never crossed his mind. He 
was nearly twenty years of age before his profession was 
decided on. He earnestly wished to enter the army, for 
which he was admirably adapted; but a relative of his 
mother*s having a valuable living in his gift, it was decided 
that he should enter the church. 

Mr. Beauchamp pleaded earnestly against the decision, 
but without effect. His father, a domestic t>Tant in his 
way, would not alter his determination, and in due time his 
son was ordained. As a curate, his behaviour was unex- 
ceptionable j and, after he had been in that capacity for 
three years, the living which he had been promised became 
vacant by the death of the incumbent. After he had 
been a year in possession he married a young lady, a 
member of a noble family, who, though not wealthy, was 
amiable and handsome, and admirably adapted to be the 
wife of the energetic, kmd-hearted, wealthy clergyman. The 
fruit of their union was an only son. His mother loved and 
spoiled him, and his father's affection was carried to such 
an extent as to be but little less prejudicial. 

Time passed on. Mr. Beauchamp was much liked by 
the large majority of his parishioners. He was charitable, 
good-tempered, affable, and humane ; and if his sermons 
were not of any particular excellence in point of composition 
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or delivery, his hospitality, which was most liberal, and his 
kindness, which appeared inexhaustible, compensated in the 
minds of a large proportion of his parishioners, for any 
little defects they might perceive in his theology or delivery. 
It is true that, in his parish, there was not wanting those 
who differed with him on doctrinal points, but they were 
either those who were omitted by Mrs. Beauchamp in her 
invitations to dinner at the rectory, or dissenters, a few of 
whom resided in the neighbourhood. 

The boy grew apace, and his parents' love for him in- 
creased with his years. Unfortunately for the welfare of the 
child himself, as well as for the probable future happiness 
of his parents, the love they bore him reached a point 
little short of idolatry. The mother absolutely spoiled him, 
and though his father's affection was somewhat more dis- 
creet, he too frequently gave way to his wife when he should 
have shown more determination. 

The time at last arrived for the boy to be sent to school ; 
but his unthinking mother set her face against the propo- 
sition. Her husband, it is true, argued with her, and 
strongly attempted to carry his point ; for, notwithstanding 
his wish to please his wife and child, he was perfectly well 
aware of the necessity of attending to the lad's education. 
Mrs. Beauchamp, when she found that her reasoning was 
powerless against the common-sense arguments of her hus- 
band, brought forward a champion in her behalf whom Mr. 
Beauchamp had not the courage to oppose. She had prompted 
the village Esculapius to give an opinion that the child had 
weak lungs, and that in order to save his life it was neces- 
sary that he should remain at least a year longer at home. 
The poor doctor had some litde difficulty in making up his 
mind to commit the fraud ; but Mrs. Beauchamp was an 

M 
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excellent patient, and he allayed his conscience by look- 
ing at his laige family and thinking that the sin was com- 
mitted for their sakes. 

The doctor's opinion decided the question, and Mrs. 
Beauchamp had her own way. At the end of the year, the 
boy's constitution was again pronounced by the same 
medical testimony to be still in a most delicate condition, 
although how the doctors conscience could this time 
luve allowed him to do such a thing it is difficult 
to imagine, for a more robust or healthy-looking child it 
would have been difficult to meet. His opinion, however, 
carried full weight with it, and the boy remained another 
year at home; his education the while being utterly ne- 
glected. Though the father was certainly to blame for this 
neglect, he was not altogether without excuse. On all his 
attempts to teach the child, the mother was certain to 
interpose, and the lesson put a stop to, if a single tear 
made its appearance. If the boy's health was improved 
by this most injudicious system, which is very proble- 
matical, his manners certainly deteriorated in greater pro- 
l>ortion. He was rude, passionate, and self-willed, but at 
the same time good-hearted, forgiving, affectionate, and 
generous. 

He v^Tis now nearly fifteen years of age, the pride and 
darling of his father, and the idol of his mother. Both 
ovcr-indulged him. Any whim he conceived, his parents 
immediately gratified. The youth was fond o( all 
athletic exercises ; and his father, whose predilections for a 
^oldier*s life were not altogether extinct, humoured him in 
cver\*thing which ^*as bold and manly. He allowed him a 
horse and a gim, and the lad was soon an excellent rider, 
and a good shot He used fa\|uently to follow the hounds. 
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and was an immense favourite with all the fox-hunting 
farmers in the neighbourhood. 

The lad at last reached his seventeenth year. Then 
his mother was obliged to yield, and admit the necessity of 
his education being attended to. Even the village doctor 
had not the courage any longer to give an opinion to the 
contrary. But perhaps the weight which really turned the 
scale was the decision of the lad himself, who had sense 
enough to perceive his own inferiority in point of education 
to other young gentlemen of his own age. The father of 
course readily gave his consent to tliat which his conscience 
told him ought to have been done long since, and the young 
gentleman was forthwith sent to his father's old school, 
Harrow. 

For some time after his admission into the school he led 
a very unhappy life. This did not arise from his being 
bullied by the other boys, for he was a remarkably power- 
ful, active, and resolute lad ; but his education had been 
so neglected that he was the jest and ridicule of others 
scarcely two-thirds of his age. He was nevertheless much 
liked out of school, for his bold and generous behaviour. 
His inferiority in literary attainments was, however, a source 
of intense annoyance to him. At this school he remained, 
learning little but making himself a great favourite with all. 

Shortly after his son had been entered at Harrow, Mr. 
Beauchamp received a large and totally unexpected addi- 
tion to his fortune by the death of a distant relative, who 
left him a freehold estate of considerable value. His hos- 
pitality, which had been liberal before, now became un- 
bounded ; it was his favourite failing, if that be the proper 
term for it, and he indulged in it to his heart's content. He 
almost kept open house for the more respectable of his 
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parishioners, and was of course a great farourite with all of 
them. Unfortunately, in time he acquired a reputation 
for a somewhat too extended love of conviviality. But then 
even those most opposed to him were unable to quote a single 
instance in which he had overstepped the bounds of perfect 
sobriety, or had in the slightest manner conducted himself 
in a way unworthy of a gentleman. 

The principal part of the spiritual duties of his parish 
were zealously performed by his two curates ; the practice 
of charity and the exercise of good works were incessantly 
performed by himself. He was perhaps, on the whole, as 
happy a man as any in the county, and certainly no man 
had greater reason to be content with his lot. 

The time had now arrived for his son to leave school, and 
for Mr. Beauchamp to decide on his future career. Re- 
membering, perhaps, too well the bitter disappointment his 
own father had caused him, by refusing to allow him to 
choose, or even to have a voice in the choice of his own 
profession, Mr. Beauchamp determined on consulting the 
wishes of his son. If his son's choice were prudent, he 
would do all he could to carry it out. With this intent, 
he wrote to his son to meet him at the Chapter Coffee- 
house, in St Paul's Churchyard, which was then the usual 
residence of the country clergy when in London. He 
left home the next day ; and, almost as soon as he had 
established himself in the coffee-room of the hotel, his 
son, whom he had not seen for six months, entered. 
At the lad*s age, a few months frequently make a great 
difference in personal appearance. They had done so 
in this case. The overgrown, somewhat clumsy boy Mr. 
Beauchamp had last seen, was now changed into the 
handsome and elegant youth. The father's pride was 



STORY OF A CLERGYMAN. 165 

easily seen through the Englishman's habitual attempt 
to conceal his feelings. And there was full excuse for 
his pride. A nobler, handsomer, or more elegant young 
man, it would have been difficult to meet with. In a 
few moments the father was fully master of his feelings, 
and in a short time he and his son were comfortably 
seated at breakfast together. Presently the business of 
the day commenced ; and the father heard with ill-con- 
cealed joy his son choose the profession which he, when a 
lad, had so ardently wished for. 

It now remained for Mr. Beauchamp to find out what 
patronage he could bring to bear in order to get his son a 
commission, as well as to determine what branch of the ser- 
vice he was best adapted for. The engineers and artillery 
were soon negatived. Handsome as his son was, and naturally 
intelligent, there was no disguising the fact that his educa- 
tion was lamentably deficient for either of these services. 
In the Guards he had Httle interest. He had a natural 
objection to the infantry of the line, not from any want of 
respect for that noble branch of the service, but he con- 
sidered that, as an only son, it would be a great source of 
happiness both to himself and his wife to have him near 
them in England. At last Mr. Beauchamp resolved on 
calling on a friend and neighbour of his who was at that 
moment stopping in London, and whose brother was a 
colonel in the Life Guards. He was received most cor- 
dially. His friend, after learning the object of Mr. Beau- 
champ's visit, told him that his brother the colonel was then 
on duty at Knightsbridge, and that he should have much 
pleasure in immediately going thither and introducing them 
to him. The ofier was gratefully accepted, and half-an- 
hour afterwards all three found themselves in the colonel's 
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room at Knightsbridge. The colonel listened to Mr. Beau- 
champ*s explanation of his views with much attention, and 
when he had finished said — 

** Have you any interest at the Horse Guards ? if you 
have, make an application for a cometcy in our regiment, 
and I will back you with what little influence I have. It is 
not much, but such as it is, it is at your service. I like 
getting a well-bred, strapping lad with us, fresh from school 
They are always easier broke in, and in the end make 
better soldiers. How old are you ?** 

" Eighteen," was the reply of young Beauchamp, at the 
same time blushing and showing some annoyance at the 
mention of the school The colonel perceived it and said 
laughing — 

" Don't be angry at my talking about your school ; 
when you are as old as I am, you will think that your pre- 
sent age is rather an advantage than otherwise." 

The colonel afterwards conducted them round the bar- 
racks, and the lad's eyes glistened with pleasure when he 
thought that soon he might be an officer in that magnificent 
regiment. 

The father and son that day dined together ; and, after 
dinner, the conversation was upon the youth's chance' of 
being admitted into the Life Guards. Mr. Beauchamp 
turned over in his mind every friend who was possessed 
of any influence with the commander-in-chief. At last he 
determined to make application to the lord-lieutenant of 
his county, who was himself a general in the army, and 
an intimate friend of the Duke's. It is true Mr. Beau 
champ had no intimacy with the lord-lieutenant, but they 
had met more than once on county business; and the 
friendly feelmg that nobleman had shown him on those 
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occasions now encouraged him to make the attempt. He 
was still more inclined to make the application from the 
extreme anxiety of his son, who already seemed to imagine 
himself in the splendid uniform worn by the officers of the 
Life Guards, and sat as erect at table as if at that moment 
he had been under the instructions of the drill sergeant. 

The next morning Mr. Beauchamp went alone to the 
house of the lord-lieutenant ; fortunately he found him at 
home. He received Mr. Beauchamp in a very friendly 
manner, and readily promised him all the assistance in his 
power. 

" I will make a point," he said, " of calling on the com- 
mander-in-chief to-day, and using all the influence with him 
that I can. By-the-bye, what sort of a youth is your son ; 
for on that point I shall be sure to be questioned." 

"You would smile if I told you the truth," said Mr- 
Beauchamp, " and consider that I was allowing the feeling 
of a father to impudently outrage fact. But, candidly speak- 
ing, a handsomer young fellow you n^ver saw. Beyond that' 
he is high-spirited, honourable, and energetic, and I flatter 
myself he would not disgrace any regiment in the world." 

" How old is he ? " 

" About eighteen ; he has only just left Harrow." 

" I am glad to hear that, for he is doubtless well educated. 
I should have a great objection to recommend any one who 
was not." 

Mr. Beauchamp blushed slightly, but said nothing. 

" I will not trouble you to call on me again on this 
subject," continued his lordship ; " on any other I shall 
be most happy to see you. As soon as I have had an 
interview with the commander-in-chief, I will communicate 
to you the result. Where are you stopping in London ? " 
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" At the Chapter Coffee-house, St. Paul's." 

" Very well, you will soon hear from me, and, I trast, 
favourably." 

When Mr. Beauchamp returned to his hotel, he found 
his son waiting for him in a state of intense anxiety. He 
listened impatiently to his father's recital. He was delighted 
with the result ; the only drawback to his satisfaction being 
the time that would pass before they could receive his lord- 
ship's letter relating to his interview with the commander-in- 
chief. 

Mr. Beauchamp having some business of his own to 
attend to, then left his son to himself for the remainder of 
the day, and never did time' pass more slowly than it did 
with the comet in expectation. He first walked to Knights- 
bridge and again examined (externally) the barracks. He 
was somewhat disappointed, however, for not one of the 
officers was to be seen, and the few men that were about 
were in their fatigue dresses. 

He then returned to St Paul's to see if any letter had 
arrived for his father. Finding that there was none, he 
started off to the Horse Guards, and amused himself with 
examining the two mounted guards who were on duty there, 
as well as the solitary dismounted one who was walking 
back and forward in the court-yard. He then examined 
the door through which he would have to pass, if ever he 
was fortunate enough to be introduced to the commander- 
in-chief. While thus occupied, he noticed a middle-aged 
soldierly gentleman leave it. On reflection, he thought he 
bore some resemblance to the description his father had 
given of the lord-lieutenant. He, therefore, determined to 
return to St. Paul's to receive the letter as soon as it should 
arrive. When he had crossed the road to Whitehall, he 
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turned round to take another look at the Horse Guards. 
He then noticed two officers of the Life Guards looking out 
from one of the windows, their elbows placed on a black 
horse-hair sofa-pillow on the window-sill. Oh, how he 
admired and envied those epaulets as they glittered in the 
broad sunshine I He continued to gaze at the officers till 
at last he perceived that he had attracted their notice, so he 
left the spot and continued his road home. Here he waited 
till his father returned to dinner. To his question, whether 
any letter had arrived for him, his son answered mournfully 
in the negative. 

At dinner young Beauchamp suggested a thousand dif- 
ferent conjectures as to the reason why the letter had not 
arrived, nor had the reasonable excuses his father made for 
its non-arrival the slightest effect in relieving his anxiety. 
His appetite, generally of the best, had totally vanished ; 
indeed, he hardly tasted a mouthful all dinner-time. Night 
brought him but little sleep and less rest ; and next morning 
found him with an expression of fatigue and disappointment 
rarely seen on his handsome countenance. That day passed 
with him as heavily as the day before, and father and son 
met at dinner-time, the latter miserably low-spirited, and the 
former somewhat anxious. The dinner appeared as tasteless 
to the young man as the last one, at least during the greater 
part of the time ; and both father and son were unusually 
silent. At last a waiter brought a letter for Mr. Beauchamp. 
The son started from his chair and went round to his father's 
side of the table to look over his shoulder as he read the letter. 
It was from the lord-lieutenant, requesting Mr. Beauchamp 
and his son to meet him at the Horse Guards at two o'clock 
the next day, that he might introduce them to the com- 
mander-in-chief. His lordship also added, that from the 
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interview he had had with his grace the day before, he 
augured most favourably for success. 

There was no lack of conversation now, either on the part 
of father or son, and the latter*s appetite returned with full 
vigour. A thousand topics were touched upon as to the 
probable time it would be before the appointment would 
appear in the Gazette^ the cost of uniform, the selection of 
chargers, and other subjects connected- with the cometship. 
In this manner father and son occupied themselves till the 
bell of St. Paul's tolled eleven. Then both, to the content 
of the waiters, called for their candles and went to their bed- 
rooms. 

The next day they met early at breakfast. Shortly after- 
wards the son went to make some preparations for his dress 
before waiting on the commander-in-chief. There was ample 
time before the hour of meeting, but young Beauchamp fully 
occupied the whole of it. He had commenced before his 
father left the hotel to attend morning service in the 
cathedral, and had not finished when he returned from it. 
At last his toilet was completed, and the hour getting near 
for the appointment, they ordered a hackney-coach and 
reached the Horse Guards half-an-hour before the time 
named. 

They waited impatiently for his lordship's arrival, who 
was however punctual. The few minutes they had to them- 
selves before the interview took place was taken up by his 
lordship in more particularly explaining what had occurred 
the day before, and in advising young Beauchamp how to 
behave when in his grace's presence. At last they were 
admitted. The hearts of both father and son throbbed 
when they entered. The expression on the faces of both 
was exceedingly curious — the father's look of pride when 
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the splendid young man was introduced as his son, and the 
affected military rigidity both in face and figure of the 
young fellow, who appeared to consider it as a mark of 
respect to the great soldier to hold himself in a position 
that deprived him of every appearance of flexibility. The 
short interview passed agreeably enough. The Duke was 
not a man of many words; but the result of their short 
conversation was, that at that moment there was no vacancy 
in the Life Guards, and that Mr. Beauchamp's son's name 
should be placed upon the list of applicants and in his 
turn should receive his commission. On leaving, the lord- 
lieutenant complimented both father and son on the result 
of the interview ; and, with many warm expressions of good 
feeling, he took leave of them. 

The father and son then walked home together. The 
young man's tongue during the time was not still for a single 
moment. It was with some difficulty that his father could 
restrain him from entering the first army-tailor's they passed, 
to make inquiries about his uniform. 

That day after dinner, Mr. Beauchamp addressed his son 
on a subject which he feared might not be taken in quite as 
good part as he intended it, but his duty as a parent told 
him it ought to be entered upon. 

**A circumstance," he commenced, "occurred the day 
before yesterday which gave me some little annoyance, but 
which I trust you will assist me in remedying. It is quite 
in your power, and only a little good-will and attention on 
your part are required to accomplish it I was complimented 
by his lordship on the certainty of your having received a 
good education. That, unfortunately, has not been the 
case. This, however, rises far less from any fault of yours 
than the unfortunate delicacy of constitution which deprived 
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you of those advantages which most boys in your position 
possess. I have now to make this proposal to you, that 
you should remain as a private pupil in the house of one of 
the tutors of Harrow school, in the position of a young man 
reading for college. By the time you receive your commis- 
sion, with a little application you will have acquired as 
much information as will enable you to take your proper 
standing among men of education. This I am sure you will 
do to oblige me, for I, as a clergyman of the Church of 
England, and a man of education myself, should feel much 
hurt if even a suspicion of defective education should attach 
itself to my son." 

The young man reflected for a moment, and during the 
time his father watched his countenance with consider- 
able anxiety. There was, however, no occasion for the feel- 
ing. 

" My dear father," he replied, " if I am not well educated, 
I have at all events great respect for learning. I shall 
willingly follow the plan you propose. Only let me go home 
for a few weeks and see my mother first Afterwards I will 
return to Harrow, and it shall be no fault of mine if you do 
not have reason to be contented with me." 

No further conversation on the subject passed between 
them that evening. It need hardly be told how proud Mr. 
fieauchamp was of his son that night ; few happier fathers 
could have then been found in the vast metropolis. 

Two days after their interview at the Horse Guards, Mr. 
Beauchamp and his son started for home. Mr. Beauchamp 
took the opportunity of passing through Harrow, not only 
for the purpose of making arrangements for placing his son 
under the care of one of the masters as a private pupil, but 
also to see an old clerical friend who had been a tutor there 
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when Mr. Beauchanip himself was a schoolboy. This being 
accomplished, they continued their journey home. 

Any attempt to describe the joy of Mrs. Beauchamp at 
the sight of her son would be useless. It would be impos- 
sible to give an idea of its intensity. She seemed almost to 
worship the handsome young fellow; to her he appeared 
something more than mortal. To do the lad justice, he was 
also exceedingly attached to his mother. Party after party 
she gave for the purpose of introducing him to her friends, 
and in return her ears were perpetually feasted with his 
praises. After a stay at the rectory of nearly a month, he 
put in practice the advice given him by his father, and 
started for Harrow. 

The next six months passed without anything particularly 
worthy of remark. Mr. Beauchamp was principally occupied 
with the routine and charitable duties of his parish, while 
his curates attended more particularly to the spiritual care 
of his flock. His son had applied himself sedulously to his 
studies ; and, as want of natural ability was by no means 
one of his defects, the progress he had made was most satis- 
factory. It must be owned that the literature which inter- 
ested him the most was the systematic examination of the 
London Gazette, The disappointment that each week 
brought with it, on finding that his name did not appear, 
was more than compensated, however, by the anticipation 
that it might appear in the next. 

Winter came on, and still young Beauchamp had not 
received his commission. His progress in his studies had 
been so satisfactory, that even his father admitted that there 
remained no necessity for his further continuance at Harrow, 
as his education was now far more advanced than was usual 
with officers of crack cavalry regiments. It was therefore 
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decided that he should kare Harroir at Christmas, and 
remain at the rectory till he shoold be gazetted. 

About the middle of December, Mr. Beaachamp received 
a letter from the colonel of the raiment, saying that there 
was a cometcy vacant, and hoping that the opportunity 
would not be lost for again getting the lord-lieutenant to 
use his influence for Mr. Beauchamp*s son. The advice 
was needless, for a letter the next day arrived firom his lord- 
ship, saying, that having heard of the vacanqr, he had 
applied for it, and received the positive promise that it 
should be given to his protege, and that it would in£dlibly 
appear in the next week's Gazette. 

This news, as may be easily imagined, threw aU at the 
rectory into a state of excitement A £unily council was 
immediately held, at which it was decided that Mr. Beau- 
champ should leave home in two days for London, where 
he should remain until the commission was arranged, the 
uniform purchased, the chaigers selected, and all the various 
requisites for a young officer for a cavalry regiment provided. 
This would allow time for Mr. Beauchamp to complete 
everything easily, and to return from London so as to be 
able to pass the last week of Christmas at the rectory. 

Mr. Beauchamp would willingly have started on his 
mission next day; but he was detained at home in con- 
sequence of a somewhat large dinner-party which he was 
about to give, and which was to come ofif on the morrow. 
To this many of the gentry living in the vicinity of the 
rectory had been invited, as well as some of the more 
substantial members of Mr. Beauchamp's congregation. To 
these may be added the two curates who have already been 
mentioned, and without whom a dinner-party at the rectory 
would hardly have been thought complete. 
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All was bustle at the rectory next day, but as all were in 
high good-humour, fatigue was but little felt. Evening 
came on, and the guests began to assemble ; the first arrivals 
being the two curates. Of course the happy mother related 
to each in succession the news that her son was immediately 
to receive his commission, and all the details of the various 
events connected with the subject. 

The next comers were a highly substantial farmer and his 
wife. Attentive as the curates had been to her narration, 
they had been but indifferent listeners compared with the 
farmer. He made many inquiries, especially about the 
chargers; and he finished by remarking that he had a 
splendid black blood mare, admirably adapted for carrying 
a young man of young Mr. Beauchamp*s weight. So much 
was he interested in the subject, that it was plain this 
unsophisticated British farmer had as keen an eye for 
business as a London commercial traveller. 

The other guests arrived in due time, and at last dinner 
was announced. It has already been hinted that a love for 
somewhat too extended hospitality was a failing of Mr. 
Beauchamp's, and that evening he had carried his failing to 
excess. All appearance of ostentation was lost (even if 
such a feeling ever existed in the mind of the worthy 
rector), in the warm-hearted kindness of himself and wife. 
They were both in high spirits ; for the certainty of their 
son receiving his commission in the course of a week had 
made them perfectly happy. 

Poor-laws, cattle, com, rates, weather, and all the other 
ordinary subjects of conversation in rural districts were 
touched upon. The coldness habitual to the early part 
of an English party soon vanished in the general good 
humour ; and the profuse display of the most delicious and 
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costly wines prevented it from flagging even in the slightest 
degree. 

The dinner ended, and dessert was placed upon the 
table. Good-humour and fluent conversation now became 
gaiety; and the merry laugh, and loud conversation on 
many different subjects, occasioned a confused sound, 
which would have been strongly objected to in a staid 
London party ; but if all were not intimate friends here, 
they were at least all well known to each other, and a little 
extra license might be excused. 

The ladies, taking the hint from their hostess, retired, 
and the gentlemen closed up nearer to their host Fresh 
wine was brought in, and laughter and good-humour, great 
as they had been before, now became still greater. One 
feature was present at the time which is common to all 
feasts where the clergy are in excess — ^not a jest, not a word 
escaped from any one present which might have offended 
the ears of the most fastidious. In their merriment, the 
guests only followed the example of their host, and he was 
happy in seeing them enjoy themselves. Even the stiffness 
of the two starched curates melted in the genial warmth 
which surrounded them, and they were as merry as the 
rest. Presently an animated conversation took place 
between the doctor, who of course was present, and one 
of the other guests, on the quality of some Burgundy on 
the table. The man of science, who, in common with 
many of his profession, considered himself an auth(Jrity in 
matters of gastronomy, insisted on its excellence, whilst his 
adversary, without denying its excellence, insisted that it 
required a more fruity flavour to make it perfect. 

** But, my dear sir," said the doctor, " you should judge 
a wine of this description by the French test, and not by 
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your English ideas of excellence. That strong fruity 
flavour you praise so much is not found in what the French 
consider first-class wines. Strength and fruitiness is not all 
that is required by them. I maintain that this is as fine 
a glass of Burgundy as was ever tasted.'* 

" What is it, Mr. Wilson ? " inquired the host. 

" I was merely remarking," said Mr. Wilson, " that, excel- 
lent as this wine undoubtedly is, I like a more fruity wine." 

" Better keep to port, then," said the doctor, sarcastically. 

" He talks unthinkingly, Mr. Wilson," said Mr. Beau- 
champ, laughing, and noticing a slight appearance of dis- 
pleasure on the face of his guest "Never mind the 
doctor ; you know he is prejudiced ; but if you like a more 
fruity wine, I think I can please you." 

" My dear sir," was the reply, " pray do not think of such 
a thing. I assure you that nothing could be more purely 
conversational than my remark ; but, at the same time, I 
am very angry with the doctor for attaching the slightest 
importance to an observation of the kind." 

" Don't quarrel with me," said the doctor. ** Remember 
I am the only medical man for many miles round. You 
cannot do without me, you know." 

" Nevertheless, I will prove you to be in error, doctor," 
said Mr. Beauchamp ; " and I will make you acknowledge 
that a strong Burgundy, and a fruity, can be a fine wine as 
well." 

So saying, he rose from his chair to ring the bell ; but, 
before he reached it, the butler entered the room. 

" Get me a bottle of that last Burgundy," said Mr. Beau- 
champ, before the man had time to speak. 

" Yes, sir," he answered, and then, in an under-tone, he 
whispered something to his master. 

N 
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'' In the library ! " said Mr. Beauchamp. " That is for- 
tunate indeed. Doctor, pray take my chair for a few 
minutes. I shall not be long. The butler will bring you 
the Burgundy ; and, before the coffee is sent in, I shall be 
with you again." 

Mr. Beaudiamp then left the room, evidently much 
pleased at the inteUigence he had received, and the doctor 
seated himself at the head of the table. 

** Now, gentlemen," said he, " we will take one more 
glass before this crack bottle arrives." 

^' Stop," said a gentleman at the bottom of the table, who 
was notorious for his love of indulging in that laborious 
tomfoolery, after-dinner speaking. " I have, with your per- 
mission, Mr. Chairman, a toast to propose. I think it 
would be a great proof of ingratitude on our parts if we 
omitted to drink our host's health in his absence. (Hear, 
hear.) I cannot, I am fully aware, Mr. Chairman and 
gendemen, do justice to the toast in the few crude remarks 
I am about to make; but I am sure, sir, you and my friends 
will bear with me, when I state that it will be my inability, 
and not my will, that will prevent me speaking of our 
reverend friend in the maimer he deserves. You wiU 
perhaps think it an act of presumption on my part, unaccus- 
tomed as I am to public speaking." (No, no.) 

'' I think I have heard that last sentence before," said 
the one curate to the other, sarcastically and in an under- 
tone. But, although it was evidently not the^ intention 
of the speaker that it should reach any ear other than that 
of his brother curate, the orator heard it He stopped 
short, and, casting a dignified, withering look at the pulprit, 
was for a moment silent. 

" Order, order, gentlemen," said the doctor. 
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** I will not notice the interruption," said the orator, " but 
continue my remarks, hoping that when you are tired of 
them you will call me to order, that I may not trespass on 
the valuable time of the company. (Go on.) Well, sir, I 
am certain that all present will agree with me, unless those 
who are envious of our host, if any such there be," — (this 
was said with a fulminating glance at the guilty curate,) — 
*' when I state that a more Christian-like pastor, or one 
whose course of life more closely resembled that of the 
apostles, never lived." 

The company seemed rather puzzled what expression of 
countenance to put on at this remark, but the speaker, in 
the earnestness of the moment, and in order to suit the 
action to the word, knocked over a wine-glass with his 
hand, which diverted, for the moment, his own and the 
company's attention. A smile at the accident now began 
to appear on the faces of those present, which they took 
some trouble to conceal At the conclusion of a dinner- 
party, a very little incident of the kind will very frequently 
furnish food for a considerable amount of mirth. 

" As it is, no doubt," continued the orator, " the desire 
of us all to join the ladies as quickly as possible, I am sure 
you will forgive me if I, perhaps depriving some more 
eloquent man of an excellent subject, couple with the name 
of Mr. Beauchamp, in the toast, that of his excellent, 
amiable wife. (Hear, hear.) A more charming, accom- 
plished woman than she is I am sure does not live. If 
my voice in her praise is boundless, my esteem for her is 
weak." 

A loud and totally irrepressible burst of laughter followed 
this blunder of the speaker, who had evidently intended to 
have reversed the epithets. He glanced angrily round, and 
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was upon the point of expressing himself strongly on the 
rudeness with which he was being treated, when the doctor 
interposed With mock gravity he called the meeting to 
order, and requested that the honourable gentleman might 
be heard with the respect due both to him and to his sub- 
ject The speaker continued— 

" I will," said he, " trespass but a short time longer on the 
patience of the meeting, as I perceive my words — I have 
too much respect for those present to say my subject, is 
distasteful. (No, no, go on.) Well, gentlemen, as you 
desire it, I will go on. I intended to say " 

Here the speaker suddenly ceased, and gazed with intense 
astonishment at some one entering the room. All eyes 
were immediately directed to the same point. Had the 
handwriting appeared upon the wall, their dismay and 
surprise could not have been greater. The object on 
which they gazed was their host, but oh ! how changed 
from the man who a few minutes before had quitted 
them! All colour had fled from his face, and on it 
there was a terrible expression of horror and despair. He 
walked or rather staggered to a chair, and there, placing 
his hands on the back of it, supported himself for a 
moment. He looked wildly and anxiously at his guests, 
as if trying to realise the situation, but not a word escaped 
his lips. The ashy paleness of his face became still more 
death-like in its hue, and he was evidently on the point of 
fainting. 

"You had better take a glass of wine, sir,'* said the 
doctor, pouring him out a glass of port. Mr. Beauchamp 
put out his trembling hand, and taking the glass, bore it 
with difficulty to his lips, and, in a moment, swallowed its 
contents. The wine seemed partially to revive him. He 
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raised his hand to his brow, and exclaimed in a loud but 
tremulous voice — 

" Oh ! my God, how shall I break it to my poor wife !*' 

An aged, gentlemanly-looking man, of clerical appearance, 
who had formerly been Mr. Beauchamp's tutor at Harrow, 
and who had entered the room unperceived, now came for- 
ward, and, taking the unhappy man by the arm, said to him 
in a kind tone of voice — 

" Come, Beauchamp, it must be done. Come with me, 
my dear fellow." 

Mr. Beauchamp mechanically obeyed him, and they 
quitted the room. As soon as they had left, the guests 
asked the butler for an explanation. The man informed 
them that the elderly clergyman, when he arrived, had asked 
to see Mr. Beauchamp in private. He then told the un- 
happy father that the day before, his darling son had been 
on a visit to a friend at Bamet, and that he had gone out 
with a youth, the son of the master of the house, to shoot 
rabbits. The boy, who was in advance of the young man, 
was pushing his way through a hedge, when his gun, which 
was on full cock, exploded, and its contents were lodged in 
young Mr. Beauchamp's heart, who fell back and imme- 
diately expired. 

The butler had hardly completed his statement, when the 
most distressing screams were heard in the drawing-room, 
and directly afterwards, a female servant entered the dining- 
room to request the immediate attendance of the doctor. 
The guests then sadly and quietly left the house. In less 
than half-an-hour after the first intelligence of the sad event 
had arrived, it was left in the possession of the heart-broken 
parents, only the doctor remained in attendance, and the 
reverend gentleman who had been the messenger of this 
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terrible misfortiine, and who was now trying to poor the 
consolations of religion into the wounded spiiits of the 
sufferers. 

I will not dwell on the sad scenes which took place in 
that house of sorrow. The poor young man, after the 
coroner's inquest, was buried at Harrow. His lather was 
the chief mourner, and the clerg3rman, who had brought 
the intelligence, stood by his side. The worthy man was 
anxious lest poor Beauchamp should not be able to go 
through the sad ceremony. But his fear was needless. The 
bereaved parent suppK)rted it infinitely better than had been 
anticipated ; indeed, with so much firmness as to elicit the 
wonder of the many spectators as well as the old school- 
fellows of his son, who attended the funeral. There was a 
singular resolution in his countenance which completely 
concealed all appearance of grief. Not a tear did he shed 
during the ceremony. He stood by the grave firmly erect, 
almost affectedly erect, as being conscious that the eyes of 
many were upon him. His brows were contracted, and he 
appeared as if he had prepared himself to answer some 
expected insult or uncivil remark. 

The funeral over, he retired to his friend's house, still 
calm, and after a short time, during which he answered the 
few remarks which were made to him in a harsh or some- 
what stem manner, he retired to his room and remained 
there during the remainder of the day. 

Was the apathy he showed real ? His fi-iend thought so, 
until the shades of night were falling, when he had occasion 
to change his opinion. Then, on passing Beauchamp's 
room, he heard the heart-rending sobs of the father sorrow- 
ing over the loss of an only and dearly-loved son, nor did 
they cease except at short intervals during the whole of the 
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night Mr. was too well acquainted with human nature 

to attempt to interfere with a grief so terrible, and justly 
imagined that the better course was to give it full sway. 

It was late the next day before Mr. Beauchamp left his 
room. His countenance had then on it the same air of 
determination as it had worn at the funeral. His behaviour 
to his host was barely courteous, so short and abrupt were 
the remarks or answers he made. In the evening he took 
a somewhat formal leave of his friend, and, entering a post- 
chaise, started on his journey home. 

For some time after Mr. Beauchamp's return to the rectory 
he was but little seen. Neither he nor his wife made their 
appearance at church for several weeks. For her, poor 
woman, there was a good excuse. It would be difficult to 
imagine a human being more completely broken-hearted, 
more completely crushed, than she was. With her husband 
it was different ; he overcame his loss with a rapidity that 
astonished everybody. Occasionally, it is true, paroxysms 
of sorrow would burst forth, but they lasted only a short 
time. The intervals between them became gradually 
longer ; and, before three months had passed over, they 
had entirely ceased. The manner in which these isolated 
attacks of sorrow presented themselves was exceedingly 
singular. For example, he would leave his room late in 
the day without the slightest trace of sadness upon him. 
Towards noon, occasionally depression of spirits would 
come on, which a short time afterwards would completely 
vanish ; and he would enjoy his dinner so thoroughly, that 
it would appear at the moment as being the one great 
object of his existence. A remarkable circumstance was 
noticed in his conduct by his friends. Although he was 
certainly a most affectionate husband, he took no trouble 
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to console his wife, whose sorrow continued unabated. He 
seemed rather to avoid her purposely. Since their son's 
death, they had occupied separate apartments, and had had 
but little intercourse with each other. It must not be 
imagined that his behaviour was in the slightest unkind to 
her ; on the contrary, when in her presence, he was in- 
variably attentive to her, but a coolness certainly appeared 
to exist between them. On her part, doubtless, it was only 
an appearance caused by her one absorbing sorrow. On 
his part it was real, but what hidden cause there was for it, 
it was impossible to divine. Another singular fact was 
noticeable in his behaviour. Since the funeral, family 
prayers had on no occasion been offered up in his house. 
His wife never left her room till late in the day ; and Mr. 
Beauchamp himself, formerly most observant of all religious 
duties, now seemed to regard them with perfect indifference. 
Six months had scarcely elapsed before every remem- 
brance of his loss appeared to have vanished from the mind 
of Mr. Beauchamp. He now not only mingled freely in 
society, but also carried his own hospitality to a pitch 
exceeding even the profuse liberality he formerly indulged 
in. The number of his intimates also increased ; but, 
unfortunately, their respectability did not increase in pro- 
portion with their numbers. There were now among his 
associates many whose lives were not of a description to 
pass without severe reprobation from a Christian cleigyman, 
who conscientiously did his duty. Another feature also 
entered into his change of manners. If formerly he had 
carried his hospitality further than the most scrupulous 
would have admired, he had never, in one instance, ex- 
ceeded the bounds of the strictest propriety. Now occa- 
sionally, nay, frequently, it was far different. Instead of 
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rising from table as formerly at an early hour, he and his 
associates would sit together till near midnight, utterly 
regardless of the frequent summonses, which occasionally 
took the form of entreaties, from Mrs. Beauchamp for them 
to join the ladies. The duties of his parish were now 
entirely done by his curates. It is true, Mr. Beauchamp 
continued to be as liberal as ever in his chanties, or perhaps 
even more so ; but the manner of his giving had changed. 
The kind feeling which had formerly accompanied his alms- 
giving was lost. He gave liberally, but carelessly. There 
was no distinction in it The loudest claimant received the 
most — not that Mr. Beauchamp admitted the stronger 
justice of the claim, but that he gave to avoid importunity 
— ^while those who, from modesty, held back, and whom 
formerly he would have sought out, were now passed by 
him wholly disregarded. Again, it was hinted that he 
received applications for assistance occasionally from a 
certain class with whom he, as a clergyman, ought, above 
all others, to have been especially on his guard, with a 
jocularity or brevity that was highly reprehensible. 

During this gradual change in his behaviour for the 
worse, it was singular to observe the conduct of his wife. 
Although heartbroken at the loss of her son, she could not 
help perceiving the unfortunate impression her husband's 
irregularities was making on the minds of those whose good 
opinion was most to be valued. She immediately attempted, 
by every means in her power, to neutralise whatever might 
have appeared objectionable in his conduct If he failed to 
visit those most in need of his assistance, they received 
from her a double share of attention. If her husband had 
let fall any observation which might have wounded the 
susceptibilities of his former friends, those were then the 
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special objects of her efforts, and to them she endeavoured 
by enumerating his good qualities, and quoting the benevo- 
lent acts he had really done, to raise him in their estimation 
again. To the more conscientious of his congregation who 
objected to his total absence from the pulpit, she would 
plead how much the loss of his son still bore upon his mind, 
notwithstanding the efforts he made to make it appear 
different ; and how terrible that loss might be to a parent 
the poor woman clearly showed by the ineffaceable traces 
of sorrow on her own countenance and on her drooping 
form. Although she abhorred his dinner-parties, she inva- 
riably took her place at the table ; and her presence there 
was prolonged to a far later hour than it is customary for the 
mistress of a house to remain, with the purpose of check- 
ing, by her presence, any approach to conversation which 
might be objectionable. The greater the danger appeared, 
the longer she remained. 

Another year passed over. The next found the eccen- 
tricities in Mr. Beauchamp's behaviour still greater than 
they had been the year previous. There was now no doubt 
as to the impropriety of his behaviour, for he took little 
trouble to conceal it. When from home, frequently he was 
met in a more than partial state of intoxication. It was 
even hinted that he had been seen drinking in the society of 
those whose very acquaintanceship would be damaging to 
the character of a clergyman. He had also become a fre- 
quenter of every race-course within twenty miles of his living ; 
and his betting-book, which, however, he denied that he 
kept, was occasionally capable of proving that he made very 
heavy losses. The more respectable portion of his parish- 
ioners now openly showed their disapprobation of his 
conduct ; nor was the conciliatory behaviour of his wife of 
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the least use in calming their indignation. It was after- 
wards reported in the parish that he had received an exces- 
sively severe rebuke from the bishop ; certainly, for some 
little time his ways changed for the better. His rollicking 
manner was now laid aside, but he wore in its place an 
appearance of sanctimonious hypocrisy which sat but indif- 
ferently on his now bloated features. He again took part 
in the church service ; but those who had blamed his 
absence, now regretted that he had returned, and sincerely 
wished that the two curates had again confided to them the 
spiritual duties of the parish. 

He had not resumed, for more than a month, the church 
duties of his living, when he said that he had received from 
his solicitor a letter whibh would necessitate his visiting 
London, where he would have to remain a week or ten 
days at the least. He made no explanation to his wife nor 
any one else of the particular business which he was called 
upon to transact. He pretended, however, that it was of 
the greatest importance ; and when Mrs. Beauchamp asked 
him if she could be of any use to him if she went with him, 
she received an abrupt and somewhat uncivil answer in the 
negative. The next day he left the rectory ; but, instead of 
returning to it at the time appointed, nothing was seen of 
him for more than a month. His wife's anxiety, during his 
absence, was of the most painful description. Hearing 
nothing from him, she wrote to him at the Chapter Coffee- 
house, where he was wont to take up his abode during his 
visits to the metropolis ; but she received no answer. She 
then wrote to the proprietor, requesting him to forward the 
letter to Mr. Beauchamp; but she heard, in reply, that 
Mr. Beauchamp had not been there, nor did they know his 
address. Immediately afterwards, however, she received. 
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with DO little satisfaction, a letter from her husband, inform- 
ing her that he was on the point of returning home. 

To the pleasure expressed by his wife at again seeing 
him, he returned a cold, abrupt answer, and immediately 
afterwards retired to his room. The next morning he rose 
late, and remained in his study the greater part of the day. 
When he presented himself at dinner, it was impossible. not 
to detect the difference in his appearance. He was thinner 
in body — considerably so. His face was red and bloated, 
and his eye was inflamed. He drank frequently ; and, as 
the wine began to have its effect, his good-humour rose 
with it, and for the first time since his return, he entered 
into conversation with his wife. He rattled on at a great 
rate about the law business which had detained him in 
London. His wife listened with feigned interest, but the 
forced attention she gave but ill concealed the doubt she 
entertained of his veracity. Little accustomed as she was 
to business matters, she could easily perceive that every 
statement her husband made was false, that he was invent- 
ing as he went on, thus leaving on her mind the settled 
conviction tliat his method of spending his time, since he 
had been absent from her, was of a description which would 
have afforded her but little pleasure to know. 

He read prayers the next Sunday in church. When in 
the pulpit, the extraordinary change in his countenance 
was more apparent than when at home. His manner even 
betrayed a suspicion that that morning, before entering the 
church, he had had recourse to the spirit-bottle to sustain 
him during the service. His poor wife held down her head 
during the whole time ; and, when the service was over, she 
remained to the last to avoid, if possible, the remarks she 
might accidentally hear on her road home. 
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Things continued in this unsatisfactory way for another 
three months. Mr. Beauchamp regularly gave two dinner- 
parties each week. To these were invited all the gentle- 
men in the neighbourhood, who still continued on friendly 
terms with him; and even some of those who openly 
expressed their disapprobation at his conduct, were not 
above accepting the hospitality of the man whose behaviour 
they considered so disreputable. The only good effect of 
these parties was to strengthen the kind feeling of some 
of his parishioners towards him, and to deaden considerably 
the hostility of those who disapproved of his conduct, yet 
who could not resist the temptation of his dinners. 

One morning, a respectably-dressed young man called at 
the rectory, and asked to see Mr. Beauchamp. He was 
informed that Mr. and Mrs. Beauchamp were from home, 
but that they were expected shortly. The stranger pro- 
posed to wait till his return. He was shown into the 
library, and when Mrs. Beauchamp returned, she was 
informed of the visit. Fearing that it might be some time 
before her husband-returned, and thinking that it might be 
some one, either directly or indirectly connected with the 
parish, she determined to see the stranger herself. On 
entering the library, she found there a flippant young man, 
who evaded her questions in a manner which seemed to 
say, " You want to draw me out, but you won't succeed." 
While she was conversing with him, her husband entered, 
and she immediately informed the stranger that it was Mr. 
Beauchamp. 

" I am instructed to present you, sir, with the copy of a 
writ. It is for two thousand pounds ; if you wish to see 
the original I can show it to you. You know the parti- 
culars, I dare say. I suppose you will place it in the hands 
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of your solicitor, and it may save time if you give me his 
address at once* The name of our firm you will find on 
the writ." 

Mr. Beauchamp took the writ without making any re- 
mark ; but he was evidently much annoyed at the subject 
being spoken of in the presence of his wife. As soon as 
the attorney's clerk had gone, he informed her that it was 
a claim he intended to dispute ; that he did not owe one 
shilling of the sum demanded, and that he would carry it 
through every court of law in England rather than be 
imposed upon. He moreover informed her that he would 
be obliged to leave for London next day, but that he 
would take good care to keep her well informed of his 
movements this time, and in what way his cause was 
proceeding. His wife had no objection to offer. She 
was naturally suspicious that she would not hear the truth, 
but she said nothing. She could not imagine how a man 
of Mr. Beauchamp's fortune, whose affairs were in the hands 
of one of the most respectable solicitors of the metropolis, 
could have a disputed claim for such an amount. Htr 
suspicions would have been changed into terror had she 
known the truth — that the action was brought for the 
amount of a promissory-note he had given to cover part of 
several very heavy gambling losses, he having already paid 
as much as he could raise by such of his securities as he 
could readily turn into money. 

If the behaviour of Mr. Beauchamp was objectionable 
during his last visit to London, it was now infamous. It 
had but one redeeming quality : it was so outrageous that 
it carried with it a strong suspicion of insanity. There was 
hardly a gambling-house of any note at which he was not 
a habitual visitor, nor a horse-race at which he had not a 
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large sum of money staked. On one occasion, the police 
entered a notorious hell in the neighbourhood of St. James's 
Street, and the whole of its inmates were removed to the 
police-station. They were all taken before the magistrate 
next day, and among them was Mr. Beauchamp. He 
received from the magistrate a severe rebuke on the im- 
propriety of his conduct. Fortunately, as he was still in 
a state of partial intoxication, he had the good sense to 
take it in silence. On another occasion he was found by 
the police, whilst in a state of helpless intoxication, in 
society yet more disreputable. 

When he returned to the rectory, his behaviour became 
so notorious, yet, at the same time, so eccentric, that one 
of Mrs. Beauchamp's trustees considered himself called 
upon to interfere, although somewhat against her wish. 
Her trustee, however, explained to her that it was necessary 
even for the reputation of her husband; that if the un- 
fortunate man could be proved a lunatic, the portion of 
his behaviour which was now regarded with reprobation, 
would then be looked upon as a misfortune ; and that the 
honour of his family would thereby be saved. Convinced 
by this reasoning, Mrs. Beauchamp at last gave her consent. 
Proceedings were forthwith instituted, and a commission of 
lunacy decided on. 

Mr. Beauchamp was highly indignant at the proceeding, 
and resolved to oppose it by all means in his power. On 
the other side, every action of the unhappy man which 
appeared to bear the taint of insanity was sought out, and 
numerous they were. In the meantime, Mr. Beauchamp, 
who was assisted by a disreputable solicitor of his acquaint- 
ance, made on his side strong preparations for the defence. 
He brought forward many of the charitable and liberal acts 
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his client had performed during the time of the alleged 
lunacy, and these were not few, with the intent to show 
that he had all the while properly performed his duty as a 
Christian minister. His solicitor knew perfectly well how 
points of this kind tell with a jury. Added to these, he 
had little difficulty in finding certain members of his client's 
congregation who were willing to testify to his sanity. 
These he pretended had the best means of judging, because 
of the fact that they had been of those who had most 
frequently shared the hospitality of Mr. Beauchamp's table. 
The solicitor also wished to have Mrs. Beauchamp ex- 
amined ; but, before deciding on it, he wished to ^ee her. 
But she had removed to the house of her trustee, and 
declined to have any communication with him.- 

The commission came off in due time. In proof of the 
insanity, many of his extravagancies were quoted, and 
many witnesses examined. The most glaring acts of dissi- 
pation were, however, concealed, out of respect to Mrs. 
Beauchamp ; though enough was shown to prove a strong 
primd'facie case of his being incapable of managing his own 
affairs. For the proof of his sanity, Mr. Beauchamp him- 
self was called. He had evidently taken great pains with 
his appearance, and was most careful not to say one word 
that should throw the slightest doubt on his sanity. His 
answers were cool, collected, and sensible, of such a 
description, in fact, as the most finished scholar and gentle- 
man need not have felt ashamed of. His examination 
evidently produced a most favourable impression on the 
minds of tl^e jury, and the evidence of the remaining 
witnesses tended to confirm it It was admitted that Mr. 
Beauchamp was a man of great liberality and hospitality ; 
charitable and kind-hearted to a degree seldom met with ; 
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and it was skilfully argued, that his indulgence in these 
estimable qualities had raised the cupidity of those who 
wished his money solely for their own benefit. The case 
terminated. Mr. Beauchamp was declared to be perfectly 
sane, and the jury strongly animadverted on those who, 
for selfish motives, had attempted to deprive so excellent 
a man of his personal liberty. The public press took up 
the subject with spirit, and the behaviour of Mrs. Beau- 
champ and her trustee met with universal reprobation. 

Mr. Beauchamp now returned in triumph to his living ; 
but his wife remained at the house of her trustee. For 
some days after his arrival, he was occupied in receiving 
and entertaining different acquaintances who called to con- 
gratulate him on the result of his commission. To all these 
he was profuse in his gratitude, describing himself as a 
martyr to the persecutions of a dishonest attorney, who, to 
make costs, had induced Mrs. Beauchamp to commence 
proceedings, as well as to the wickedness of her trustee, who 
had taken that step to revenge himself of a supposed affront 
he had received years before. During these interviews, Mr. 
Beauch amp's solicitor was always present, and by tact and 
cunning contrived, by taking part in these conversations, 
which placed Mr. Beauchamp in the light of a much injured 
man, to keep alive his angry feeling. He thus gained 
another point by inducing his client to commence proceed- 
ings against his wife for a restitution of conjugal rights. 
Fortunately, circumstances occurred which prevented this 
proceeding being carried out ; but it was advanced so far 
as to make it a source of considerable expense to his wife., 
and one of great profit to her husband's solicitor. 

During the commencement of the new proceedings Mr. 
Beauchamp gave himself full license in his pleasures, so 

o 
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much to that his own solicitor, albeit a man most indulgent 
in circumstances of the kind, was obliged to remonstrate with 
him on the subject. This was not that his client's behaviour 
in any way shocked his sensitiveness, but that he thought 
the notoriety his patron was rapidly gaining was likely to 
he prejudicial to the success of the suit. As the affairs of 
the parish were now carried on entirely by the two curates, 
Mr« Ikauchamp's eccentricities were not brought so pro- 
minently before the parishioners as they otherwise would 
have been, and he had still sense enough left to carry on 
his follies at some little distance from home. Occasionally, 
also, he visited the metropolis, where his bad actions were 
less likely to be spoken of than they would have been in a 
secluded rural district; and when he returned home, his 
constitution had been so much injured by the life he had 
been leading, that he pleaded sickness as an excuse for 
avoiding the society of his parishioners. It must not be 
imagined that his constitution and character were alone 
damaged by the life he was leading. More than once, to 
satisfy his creditors for gambling debts, he had been obliged 
to raise money from the bill-brokers. Unfortunately for him, 
the class of gentry to whom he applied were too well ac- 
({uainted with the art and mystery of their trade not to 
make one loan the parent of another ; his fortune, in fact, 
was disappearing rapidly. 

An accident at last put a stop, for some time, to this 
course of folly, dissipation, and madness. He had been 
dining at a race dinner at a small town about seven or eight 
miles distant from the rectory. He had lost considerably 
on the events of the day, and his temper had been some- 
what ruffleil by the circumstance. He drank at the dinner 
r\*en far more than he was accustomed to take on those 
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occasions, but the excitement of tl\e conversation to a 
certain degree neutralised the effect, so that, when he left 
the inn, his inebriety was not remarked by the other guests, 
and he mounted his horse to return home without any 
apparent difficulty. He was a bold rider and invariably 
rode good and high-spirited horses. It was considerably 
past midnight when he started for home, and the day was 
far advanced without his having reached it. The old 
woman who now took charge of his establishment (all the 
regular female servants, many of whom had resided several 
years in his family, left when Mrs. Beauchamp quitted the 
house) became alarmed, and as soon as the labourers em- 
ployed on the glebe came in from their work, she requested 
one of them to go to the inn at which she knew her master 
was to dine, and ask the landlord if he knew anything of 
him. The principal cause of her uneasiness arose from the 
fact that she was perfectly well aware that the solicitor had 
that morning proceeded to London on business of im- 
portance, and that her master was to follow him by the 
evening coach. Mr. Beauchamp had also ordered her to 
sit up, as he should certainly be home at an early hour. 

In the afternoon, the labourer returned with the intelli- 
gence that Mr. Beauchamp had quitted the inn shortly after 
midnight, and that they had heard nothing of him since. 
She communicated the fact to the doctor, who had called ; 
and he suggested that men should be sent out in every direc- 
tion to find, if possible, some traces of her master. This was 
done, and, about an hour afterwards, one returned with the 
horse, which he had found quietly browsing on some grass 
by the road-side. Shortly afterwards, four others appeared, 
carrying between them an apparently lifeless body, which 
proved to be that of Mr. Beauchamp. He presented a fright- 
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ful spectacle. His fkce and hair were covered with blood, 
juid his clothes were stained with mud. One leg was hang- 
ing in such a manner as gave reason for believing that the 
thigh had been terribly fractured, and this was rendered 
still more probable by the fact that his trousers were 
satiuated with blood. He was immediately carried to his 
room and placed on his bed. The doctor was sent for, 
who returned with the messenger. Upon examination, 
there were found to be several severe bruises about the 
head, as well as a scalp wound of considerable dimensions ; 
but the greatest injury he had received was a fearful com- 
pound fracture of the thigh. The wounds in his face and 
head were immediately dressed and bandaged, and the 
fracture reduced, but not placed in splints, owing to fear of 
inflammation. Still, though certainly alive, he showed no 
signs of consciousness, and everything proved him to be in 
a situation of great danger. 

Mrs. Beauchamp was immediately sent for, and, forgetting 
all former provocations, she immediately returned to the 
rectory. Her husband was ordered to be kept in quiet- 
ness ; if consciousness returned, no questions were to be 
asked him, nor anything brought under his notice which 
would be likely to irritate or even to interest him. Mrs. 
Beauchamp was particularly requested to conceal herself 
from her husband till he should be so far recovered as not 
to incur any danger of a relapse or shock from the surprise. 

In a few days he was sufficiently recovered from the 
wounds in his head as to be allowed to converse with modera- 
tion; but the injury to his leg was far more serious. It 
still remained doubtful whether it ought not to be amputated 
at the hip joint ; — always a dangerous operation. With his 
dilapidated constitution, it would almost to a certainty 
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prove fatal. • Perfect quietude and obedience to the orders 
of his medical attendant alone could save him^ and of this 
fact he was fully informed by those around him. Spirits 
and wine were (perhaps contrary to the usual practice in 
cases of the kind) ordered to be kept from him. The order 
was strictly obeyed, though not without some difficulty, as 
the terrible craving came over him which, after a few days* 
abstinence, is so dangerous to the drunkard's good resolu- 
tions. Still those round him kept true to their duty, and 
the sick man pleaded in vain. By degrees his constitution 
became stronger, and, with occasional exceptions, he ap- 
peared almost resigned to his privation. He was also aware 
of the presence of his wife in the house. Their meeting 
was characteristic of both. Mr. Beauchamp, naturally 
kind-hearted and affectionate, essayed to speak, but could 
not find words. He cast one look of intense love on his 
wife ; and then, turning his head on his pillow, burst into 
tears. His wife kissed him, but said nothing. She after- 
wards continued by his bedside, a faithful, gentle nurse ; 
and not one word nor action on her part could have lead 
the most cautious observer to believe that an unkind word 
had ever passed between them. Perfectly aware, as she 
was, that the unfortunate habit of drinking, which had 
taken possession of her husband, had been the cause of his 
unfortunate behaviour, she was unceasingly on her guard 
that no spirits should be brought to him, although, with her 
woman's tact, she managed so cleverly to hide the sur- 
veillance she placed upon him that he never suspected she 
was concerned in it, or that any such surveillance was 
exercised beyond obedience to the doctor's orders. 

By degrees, Mr. Beauchamp became apparently cured of 
the detestable habit, and with its loss his habitual kindness 
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and affection for his wife returned. Every morning he now 
read prayers in his room, and they appeared to afford him 
great consolatioa The recovery of his health was slow, 
very slow, so that it was more than four months after the 
accident before he was able to leave his room. 

One morning, a few days after he was removed to the 
library, be requested his wife to send for her solicitor, who 
had conducted the lunacy commission against him. His 
wife, though greatly surprised at the request, without hesita- 
tion obeyed him, and next day that gentleman arrived. He 
was shown into the library, where Mr. Beauchamp was 
alone. The reception he gave the solicitor was most 
courteous. As soon as the first commonplace phrases of 
new acquaintanceship had passed over, Mr. Beauchamp 
opened the subject on which he wished to speak with 
him. 

" I have been wishing,*' he said, " for some time past for 
an opportunity to speak with you about the commission of 
lunacy you conducted against me ; but as it is not a plea- 
sant subject, I have delayed it from day to day ; now I 
have no time to lose, as I hope I shall soon be sufficiently 
recovered in my bodily health to leave the house. Do not 
imagine that I have the slightest animosity against you or 
any one connected with your side of the commission ; on 
the contrary, I now feel grateful to you all, for I am fully 
persuaded that you were actuated by the kindest feeling 
towards me. Still, the idea of my being deprived of my 
liberty, as well as of those stimulants which I had imagined 
had become almost essential to me, made me oppose you. 
I now view the matter in its true light I am convinced 
that I have conducted myself in such a way as to bring dis- 
grace, if not infamy on my name, and to throw a slur on the 
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sacred profession of which I am a member. I am now, I 
hope, perfectly cured of my unhappy propensity, but, at the 
same time, I fear it is possible I may again be tempted to 
indulge in it. I now, therefore, request you to find me some 
asylum in which I may be removed from all temptation, 
until sobriety shall have become natural to me. Do not, I 
I beg of you, think of again opening the commission. So 
far from my offering any opposition, I will joyfully enter 
any asylum you may propose, but spare me the mortification 
of making my infirmity known to the world." 

The solicitor readily promised to obey him. 

" I will leave it to you," continued Mr. Beauchamp, " to 
inform my dear wife of my determination. It would be too 
painful a subject for me to introduce. Tell her also, that, 
wherever I may be, I trust she will take apartments in the 
immediate neighbourhood, so that I may have the happiness 
of seeing her daily. To you, also,, I will leave the task of 
arranging my affairs. Though I am still far from being a 
poor man, I am afraid that you will find them in a worse 
state than you imagine. At the same time, while you are 
occupied on them, I rely on you as a gentleman, that 
should anything appear in them likely to give annoyance to 
my wife further than the loss of the money, you will keep it 
secret from her. I have no reason to believe that any such 
exist, but, at the same time, I am ready to admit that 
occasionally my mind has been in such a state that I may 
have compromised myself in a way that I might now blush 
to think of." 

This also was readily promised by the solicitor, and the 
interview terminated. Mrs. Beauchamp was immediately 
informed of her husband's resolution. She received the 
news almost with satisfaction, as she was now fully aware of 
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the reformation of her husband. The solicitor then occu- 
pied himself in finding a proper asylum, and Shirley Hall 
was fixed on. A short time afterwards, giving it to be 
understood that he was leaving home for the benefit of his 
health, Mr. Beauchamp entered the asylum. He soon 
became a favourite with us all There was something 
peculiarly attractive and interesting in his quiet and sub- 
dued manner. His wife, who visited the asylum daily, also 
became a great favourite ; and she frequently made one of 
the members of our little evening reunions. 




CHAPTER X. 

STORY OF A CLERGYMAN WHO APPLIED TO THE DEVIL FOR 
CONSOLATION AND RECEIVED IT — AND THE RESULTS. 

— Continued. 

SHORT time after Mr. Beauchamp's arrival, he 
gave the doctor a succinct and true account of 
the manner in which his unfortunate habit of 
drinking commenced, ending at length in insanity. 

" Before the death of my poor boy," he said, " I flatter 
myself that I had never, in one single instance, overstepped 
the bounds of moderation. True, I always liked con- 
viviality, but I could always stop when propriety ordered it. 
I can clearly trace the first step that led to my fall. It was 
when the dreadful intelligence of my poor boy's death first 
reached me. I was nearly falling from the effect it had 
iipon me, when the doctor, who was one of my guests, rose 
from the table and offered me a glass of wine to support 
me. The effect was instantaneous ; it gave me strength to 
inform my wife of the horrible disaster which had befallen 
us. I stayed with her the whole of the night, trying to 
calm her sorrow, while, at the time, my own was over- 
whelming. You cannot imagine the misery of that terrible 
night It now appears to me more like a fearful dream 
than a reality. Almost everything that I had lived for 
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seemed gone. You cannot imagine a more profound love 
than I had for my boy. He was the darling both of my 
wife and of myself. His future career had a thousand times 
been painted by me in colours so bright that the anticipa- 
tion seemed a reality. Now, all my hopes had vanished, and 
in place of the flattering perspective I had drawn, a long 
vista of overwhelming grief was before me. Memoiy itself 
seemed bent on adding to my anguish. All that dreadful 
night long he was perpetually appearing before me. He 
was there as at the moment he was presented to the 
commander-in-chief, when I looked on him with pride, as 
he stood erect in his boyish imitation of a soldier's bearing, 
and as beautiful and noble a type of manhood as the 
Almighty had ever formed. Thus, and thus only, did he 
appear to me, but as distinctly visible as in life itself. 

" During the whole of the time, the cries of my poor wife 
were unceasing. My friend, who had brought us the intelli- 
gence, tried to console her, but her grief was too terrible for 
reason to assuage. Presently, without premeditation, I left 
the room and entered the libraiy. It was almost in dark- 
ness, receiving light only from the hall lamp when the room 
door was open. The dim obscurity acted oppressively upon 
me, and my sorrow became still more overwhelming. I 
threw myself on a chair ; and, placing my fece in my hands, 
I bent forward on the table, and wept aloud. I then de- 
termined that I would pray to heaven for help. I had 
hardly formed the idea when some one touched me on the 
shoulder. It was the doctor. He held in his hand a 
decanter of wine and a tumbler. 

" * I b^ your pardon,' said he, * but you had better take 
a glass of wine. You will require all your energies, believe 
me, and you will hardly be able to do so without some 



STORY OF A CLERGYMAN. 203 

artificial support Do take my advice, and then go back to 
Mrs. Beauchamp/ 

'' I was on the point of refusing, but he had poured it out, 
and I mechanically took the wine from his hand and drank 
it oflf. Immediately the idea of prayer vanished, and, the 
cry of my wife catching my ear, I went to her room again. 

" In this manner I passed the whole of that night. Morn- 
ing brought no relief — that which in the night appeared to 
be almost a terrible dream, the light of day proved to be a 
stem reality. My friend took upon himself the arrange- 
ments for the funeral. We had a family vault in Harrow 
churchyard, and it was decided that my poor boy should be 
buried there. The coroner's inquest was held, and the 
funeral was to take place a few days afterwards. When I 
left the rectory, I took a sad leave of my broken-hearted 
wife. Let me, at the same time, tell the whole truth. Ever 
since that terrible night, whenever fits of despondency came 
upon me, I had had recourse to stimulants instead of to 
prayer for support and comfort Not that I loved my boy 
the less, but the sting of sorrow was blunted by the spirits I 
swallowed ; and, coward-like, each time my misery threat- 
ened to be too strong for me to bear, I again applied to the 
detestable remedy for relief. 

'^ I reached Harrow the day before the funeral was to take 
place. I cannot explain for what reason, but a terrible 
dread of being present at the ceremony came over me. It 
attacked me the night before I left home, and, as I ap- 
proached London, it appeared to become stronger. I 
seemed to fear that I might give way to some irrepressible 
burst of sorrow, and that I should sink under it. During 
the evening of my arrival, the feeling bedame so painful that 
I took an opportunity of leaving the house, without others 
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being aware of my temporary absence. I then purchased 
a bottle of brandy, and, concealing it carefully, returned 
home. When I had reached my bedroom, I put the bottle 
on a table, and, having seated myself on a chair, I tried to 
collect my thoughts. Not for a minute could I force my 
mind to remain fixed on one point. I determined on 
tasting the spirit, but, as I was taking the cork from the 
bottle, a servant tapped at the door, and asked me if I 
would like to attend the evening family prayers. The sound 
of the girl's voice acted upon me in an extraordinary man- 
ner. Had I been a thief and had stolen a treasure, I could 
not have been more terrified at being surprised by a police 
officer than I was at the kind tone of the poor girl's voice. 
I rose hurriedly from my seat, seized the bottle, and in a 
moment concealed it in my portmanteau which lay open at 
my feet I then rose and stood trembling without answer- 
ing her. She again knocked and repeated her message. 
This brought me to my senses, and, with a hesitating voice, 
I requested her to ask her master to excuse me that evening. 
As soon as I heard the girFs footsteps descending the stairs 
I again seated myself. A new feeling came over me ; it 
was one of horror and disgust at my own conduct.^ I re- 
solved that I would not drink ; and yet I could not pray, 
although I attempted to do it. At last I sought my bed, 
and remained in it, half-sleeping, half-waking, till morning. 

" I had hardly finished dressing next morning before the 
servant informed me that breakfast was ready. When I had 
descended to the breakfast-room I found the whole family 
assembled for prayer. My sensation of yesterday returned 
immediately that I found myself among them. The window- 
shutters, though nearly closed, were sufficiently open to 
allow all objects in the room to be seen. The eyes of all 
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present, I felt, were upon me, examining me attentively. I 
was received by my host and his wife with their usual kind- 
ness, but there was an air of pity about them which irritated 
me exceedingly. I cannot now imagine why it should have 
been so, unless the great quantity of stimulants I had made 
use of for some days had brought my mind into a morbid 
state, utterly foreign to my natural disposition. 

'' At breakfast the conversation was carried on in the same 
sad tone. Little, however, was said, and silence prevailed, 
almost unbroken, during the latter part of the meal. After 
breakfast, my friend conducted me into his library. 

*' ' Beauchamp,' he said, ' the funeral will take place at 
twelve o'clock. Till then you will doubtless like to have 
the time at your own disposal, and so I will give orders that 
you shall not be intruded on by any one. Your poor boy, 
as you are aware, lies in the room beside us. The next two 
hours, then, you will have to yourself. Let me advise you 
to seek courage and support for the terrible trial from Him 
who alone can give true comfort' 

" The last sentence he appeared to utter in a very signi- 
ficant tone and manner. Perhaps, after all, J was mistaken. 

" * I will now leave you,* he continued, * but I will inform 
you when it is time for us to make preparations to leave the 
house.' 

" He then left me to my solitude. I sat for some little 
time in the partial obscurity of the room, which was favour- 
able enough for reflection, but my mind incessantly wan- 
dered. At last I determined to return to my own bedroom ; 
why, I dared not even whisper to myself I passed the 
room in which my poor boy lay. The door was closed. I 
put my hand on the handle, and a feeling of the most 
intense sorrow immediately came over me. So terrible was 
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it that I almost sank under it. I did not weep, but a stifling 
hysterical sensation came over me, which almost deprived 
me of breath. Again I determined to seek my room for a 
moment, and I would then return. Even while making 
this resolution, I concealed from myself the real motive 
which induced me to act so, as if ashamed of the deed that 
I was about to commit 

". I entered my bedroom, and instinctively and mechani- 
cally opened my portmanteau, and took out the bottle of 
brandy. Pouring some in a tumbler, I took a prolonged 
draught. Its effects seemed almost miraculous, the stifling 
sensation under which I had been labouring vanished in an 
instant. I now seated myself without any definite intention, 
and remained for some time with my mind in a most extra- 
ordinary state. I felt no sorrow. Objects totally uncon- 
nected with the terrible misfortune which had befallen me 
came flitting before my mind in rapid succession. I do not 
believe one thought of my poor boy was among them. After 
remaining for some time in this state I heard the clock 
strike eleven. This warned me that only another hour re- 
mained. I rose from my chair and determined on bracing 
my mind for the occasion. I walked hurriedly, for some 
minutes, to and fro, in the room, and then resolved on 
visiting the one in which my poor boy lay. Before doing so, 
I mechanically took up the bottle, and, pouring out some 
of the spirit, I drank it oflf. It strengthened me greatly, 
but I appeared to forget my intention of leaving the room. 
I now wished that it was time for the funeral ; my courage 
and spirits were equal to the task, and I was quite roady. 
I occupied my mind with eveiy subject I could bring before 
me, but, in spite of my efforts, not one would remain on it 
for a moment with any consistency. 
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" The bell commenced to toll. I knew the time had come, 
and I immediately made some hurried additions to my toilet. 
A servant tapped at my door, and told me that her master 
was waiting for me. I was on the point of leaving the room 
when I found that I had left the bottle standing on the table. 
It immediately occurred to me how discreditable it would 
appear if the servant found it, and I advanced towards it 
to put it in concealment. As I took it in my hand the 
temptation again came over me, and I poured some of the 
contents into a glass. As I was doing so, the servant again 
summoned me, and the continual tolling of the bell informed 
me for what object. I hastily raised the glass to my lips, and 
as I did so, the idea flashed across my mind, with singular 
force and clearness, that I was seeking aid and consolation 
from the devil. 

" I hurried out of the room, and entered the dining-parlour. 
I there found my friend and two of my poor boy's fellow- 
pupils. They were introduced to me. There was so singular 
an expression of surprise on their faces when they saw me 
that I have never forgotten it Presently the heavy, measured 
tread of some men outside the room-door told too well the 
task that they were employed upon. At that moment I 
found that my friend had his eyes fixed on my face with an 
expression of wonder and displeasure. My attention was 
the next moment diverted by the undertaker and his assist- 
ants bringing in our hats with the symbols of mourning on 
them. Inunediately afterwards the sad procession was 
formed, and we entered the mourning coaches. 

" I do not know why it should have occurred, but I felt 
angry with my friend, not only for the expression I had seen 
on his countenance before I had left the room, but also for 
the inflexible manner in which his gaze was turned from me 
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during our walk to the church. The same feeling continued 
the whole time the ceremony lasted. I would have been 
under what might be termed an unaccountable apathy, had 
not a certain amount of angry feeling rendered such a term 
inappropriate. Nevertheless, I was perfectly sensible of the 
terrible duty I was performing, for the words, * This is my 
beloved son ! this is my beloved son !' kept passing through 
my brain without any termination to the sentence. 

" When we returned to the house, I immediately went to 
my room. A feeling of shame came over me, which I 
attempted to drown by angrily fixing my thoughts on my 
friend; but, as time advanced, the feeling of anger dimi- 
nished, and that of shame increased upon me. I threw 
myself on my bed, and, without sleeping, I fell into a sort 
of stupor. I was recalled from it by a servant asking, from 
the passage, whether I would have candles. (It was then 
nearly dark.) I declined the offer, and I requested that she 
would inform her master that I hoped he would excuse my 
being present at the dinner-table that day. I now drew 
back the blinds, and, a little light still remaining, I walked 
to and fro in my room. A very different feeling was now 
coming over me — one of deep depression. I thought now 
of my poor boy with the affection he merited. All his noble 
qualities presented themselves in rapid succession before 
me — ^now hopelessly, irrecoverably lost His poor mother, 
too ; what, at that moment, were her sufferings ! What 
would be our mutual feelings when we should meet again 
the next day ! This train of thought continually intruded 
till I was no longer master of my sorrow, and I flung myself 
on my bed and wept bitterly. Oh 1 how different were my 
feelings at that moment from what they were when I stood 
beside his grave ! I now viewed my conduct with horror 
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and disgust. I now understood full well my friend's look 
of anger. I felt myself degraded, and this added to my 
anguish. Humbly and earnestly I prayed to the Almighty 
for support and comfort, to be forgiven from the sin I had 
committed in seeking consolation from the enemy of souls. 
I prayed the more earnestly when I remembered that when 
last I had put the glass to my lips, the thought came to my 
mind that I was seeking help from that source from which 
only evil can come, and from one who never gave aid with- 
out demanding a sin in return for the assistance given. 

" That night I did not close my eyes ; and when, next 
morning, I left my room to attend family prayers, I believe 
my altered appearance struck my host forcibly, for he re- 
ceived me in the most friendly manner. In the afternoon 
a post-chaise was brought to the door. My preparations 
for the journey were soon made, and, after taking an affec- 
tionate leave of my esteemed friend and his family, I started 
for my home. 

" It was late at night when I reached it. The roads were 
bad, and I was detained more than two hours at the last 
stage, there being no horses ready. While there, I was 
obliged to take some refreshment, for I found myself greatly 
fatigued. They prepared me a dinner, and brought me a 
list of wines. I ordered some claret, but drank but very 
moderately of it ; nevertheless, I felt it gave me support. 
When I arrived at home, I received the intelligence that my 
poor wife was prostrated by a low nervous fever, and was 
ordered by the doctor to be kept very quiet. I immediately 
desired another room to be prepared for me; and as she 
had not been informed of my arrival, I determined to delay 
seeing her till next morning. 

" Our meeting next day, God knows, was sad enough, and 

p 
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long and bitterly we wept over our loss. At last, we were 
disturbed by the infonnation that the doctor had arrived. 
He was admitted, but he found my wife no better. This 
was easily accounted for — the exertion and the renewal of 
her sorrow, excited by my return, had probably contributed 
to make her symptoms more unfavourable. 

" I left my wife's room with the doctor, and we entered 
the dining-room, where lunch was prepared for him. He 
then went through the particulars of my wife's case, and told 
me that she must not be allowed to ' sink ;' in fact, that 
every means must be taken to keep up her strength. He 
also told me that I must follow the same course myself, or 
I might be thrown on a bed of sickness. 

" I promised to follow his advice, but how to accomplish 
it was the difficult point. The small quantity which would 
be beneficial to my wife would have no effect on me, accus- 
tomed as I had always been to live well. It therefore 
occurred to me that a greater amount of stimulus was neces- 
sary to keep away any depression of mind or body in my 
case than would have been necessary for a strictly abstemious 
man. As I became accustomed to the increased quantity, 
I was still obliged to take more ; and this again increased, 
until you unfortunately or fortunately received me as a 
patient 

" But now let me speak on the phases of my unfortunate 
habit as they bear on your profession. As I increased the 
quantity of stimulants, the idea which had crossed my mind 
the day of my son's funeral occurred to me the more fre- 
quently — that I was seeking aid from the devil. No matter 
how great the quantity I had taken, no matter how confused 
my thoughts were on other subjects, on this one they were 
perfectly clear — that I was binding myself to the devil, and 



STORY OF A CLERGYMAN. 211 

that every excess I committed was only a new ratification of 
the bargain. By degrees this idea increased, until I became 
impressed with the notion that it was too late to retreat, 
that I was obliged to continue in the course, and that no 
repentance nor resistance on my part would avail. Often 
and often did I attempt to break the chain, but always 
without success. I was obliged to drink, and when I had 
drunk, I plunged into dissipation and extravagance, which 
were utterly hateful to my feelings. In these orgies, in the 
gambling-house or on the race-course, I never felt real 
pleasure, but I was drawn there by an attraction I could 
not withstand. I knew perfectly well that I was degrading 
myself, that I was bnnging religion into contempt and 
losing my own soul, and yet all attempts to break from my 
K thraldom were useless, and at last I recklessly yielded to 

my doom, and carried my impiety to the extent of adminis- 
tering the services of religion in my church when, before 
entering it, I had drunk almost to intoxication ; and when, 
during the prayers I was apparently offering up, a voice 
was whispering in my ear that I had sold myself to the fiend. 
" When my accident occurred, and I found it impossible 
to continue drinking, the idea that Satan would claim me 
again as soon as I recovered haunted me still, nor could I 
for a long time rid myself of the idea. It has now gone, 
but still I fear a relapse, though probably without reason, 
for I hold my late course of life in abhorrence. I now know 
perfectly well the folly of the idea of a compact with the 
evil one, but when I remember how long I have been suf- 
fenng under that terrible delusion, it is only natural that I 
should wish to have sufficient strength of mind to ridicule 
the idea of its return ; and under your care I am certain I 
shall obtain it." 

f 




CHAPTER XL 

STORY OF A CLERGYMAN WHO APPLIED TO THE DEVIL FOR 
CONSOLATION AND RECEIVED IT — ^AND THE RESULTS. 

— Omdusion. 

IR. BEAUCHAMP remained with us for more than 
a year ; and, during the whole time, I believe he 
did not elicit an unfriendly feeling from any one. 
Never had a man in this world greater capabilities for 
making himself liked, and no one, during his sojourn with 
us, could have used those advantages with greater success. 
Every trace of his malady had vanished long before he left 
us ; and, as the doctor admitted, had it not been for the 
delusion of Satan again claiming him, there never would 
have been any necessity for his residence among us. The 
doctor, however, was excessively cautious before he gave 
him a clean bill of health. He allowed him, at first, occa- 
sionally, but afterwards more frequently, to walk out with 
Mrs. Beauchamp, the latter having especial instructions to 
avoid all conversation on the subject of his malady. He 
feared that she might argue with him as treating his delusion 
in a theological point of view, instead of considering it in its 
right light, purely psychological. Afterwards, the doctor 
allowed his patient occasionally to walk out alone, always 
questioning him on his return whether the wish for drink 
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ever arose on his passing an inn or a public-house. All the 
questions were answered, and evidentiy with truth, in the 
negative; and at last the doctor was confirmed in his 
opinion that his patient was perfectly cured Mr. Beauchamp 
then left the asylum, not only in his right mind, but in every 
respect capable of managing his own affairs, and resuming 
the spiritual duties of his parish. It was a day of mourning 
for us all when he left us, and for many weeks afterwards 
we continued to feel his loss. 

We heard nothing more of Mr. Beauchamp for three 
years, and then it was accident only that threw the news in 
our way. A mutual friend of his and of the doctor's called 
at the asylum one day, and dined with us in the afternoon. 
In the course of conversation, Mr. Beauchamp's name was 
mentioned. The visitor immediately inquired from what 
part of the country he came ? He was informed ; and it 
turned out that he had been on friendly terms with Mr. 
Beauchamp ; so we obtained from him the continuation of 
the poor man's history. 

After leaving Shirley Hall, Mr. Beauchamp returned to 
his living. His arrival naturally caused great excitement, 
and many of his parishioners called on him. Mrs. Beau- 
champ, however, noticed, with some alarm, that the majority 
of those who appeared most delighted at his return, were 
precisely those whose acquaintance she most dreaded, 
fearing that they might have a prejudicial effect on her 
husband's behaviour. She did him, unwittingly, an injustice. 
No man ever traced out for himself a course which he 
intended to pursue more determinately than Mr. Beauchamp 
in the present instance. He endeavoured to conduct him- 
self, in every respect, in a way worthy of a country pastor — 
and he succeeded. It is true that his charities were not as 
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liberal as they had formerly been, but there was a good 
excuse for this. His estate had been so -injured by his 
gambling transactions and other debts, that it was absolutely 
necessaiy for the first few years that he should practise the 
greatest economy. But if his charities were less liberal, 
they were applied with greater caution and with better 
discretion than formerly; those now receiving most who 
deserved most, while only those who were unworthy felt the 
change. His establishment, also, was now conducted on a 
totally different principle. Where formerly the most profuse 
extravagance reigned, the strictest economy now took its 
place. Dinner-parties were seldom held, and when they 
were, only the most temperate and respectable of his 
parishioners were invited. 

It would be imagined that a course of life so just and 
Christian-like would have pleased all. On the contrary, it 
excited considerable dissatisfaction among many of those who 
had been his principal supporters during the period of his 
reckless extravagance. The absence of dinner-parties now 
opened their eyes to his former faults, and many of his acts, 
to which they had closed their eyes, were now seen by them 
in their true light. By many of the more respectable his 
faults had never been foigiven, but, if they were unbending, 
they were at least consistent. His church now became 
almost deserted when he officiated, and all, with the excep- 
tion of a very few, took the opportunity of expressing their 
displeasure at his continuance in the parish. At last, it 
was impossible for the bishop of the diocese longer to close 
his eyes to this unhappy state of affairs. He wrote to 
Mr. Beauchamp, and requested that he would call on him, as 
he had something of importance to communicate. Mr. Beau- 
champ instinctively knew what the subject was, but he 
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waited on the bishop as desired, and he then learnt what 
he had abeady anticipated : " That it would be better for 
Mr. Beauchamp's own peace of mind, as well as for the 
interests of the church, if he resigned his living, or, at least, 
made such arrangements as would allow its spiritual duties 
to be attended to by others. He suggested that Mr. Beau- 
champ should reside, say, on the Continent, for some time, 
and then, no doubt, the unfortunate impression which now 
prevailed would diminish, till, at last, it would entirely 
disappear." Mr. Beauchamp was convinced that his lord- 
ship's advice was most judicious, and promised to follow it. 
On reaching home, he explained to his wife all that had 
taken place, and she perfectly agreed with the advice that 
the bishop had given. 

Preparations were soon made for their leaving the rectory. 
Mr. Beauchamp put the management of the parish in the 
hands of the senior curate, a man who was much liked. 
The rectory was allowed him as a residence until arrange- 
ments could be made for the sale of the books and furniture, 
which, however, was not to take place till full opportunity 
had been had to dispose of them by private contract. All 
was at last in readiness, and the childless couple left their 
home of so many years, and took up their residence in the 
vicinity of the town of Caen, in Normandy. 

They resided there for more than a twelvemonth, much 
liked and respected by all who knew them. Their circle of 
acquaintances was not large, but altogether respectable. 
They consisted principally of English families, who were 
residing abroad, partly for economy, partly for the purpose 
of educating their children. As in most English communi- 
ties in the north of France at that time, there were also 
many other English residents who had left their country for 
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debts or for less creditable reasons, but the Beauchamps 
knew none of these, or, at least, no further than the ordinary 
civility of salutation in passing. 

At the end of the first year, the books and furniture not 
having been disposed of by private contract, Mrs. Beau- 
champ determined that they should be sold by auction. 
This was readily assented to by her husband, but as he did 
not like again visiting the rectory, he proposed that his wife 
should go over to England and superintend the arrange- 
ments for the sale. To this she at first demurred, as being 
but little acquainted with business matters, but, on commu- 
nicating with her trustee, she found that he would kindly 
assist her in every way, and she withdrew her objection and 
started for England. 

It required a residence of more than six weeks in England 
to thoroughly finish the business Mrs. Beauchamp had 
come upon. At last it was satisfactorily concluded, and, 
after spending a few days at the house of her trustee, for 
whose exertions in her behalf she was under a heavy debt 
of gratitude, she returned to France. A somewhat boisterous 
passage had considerably fatigued her, and it was with no 
little pleasure that she again reached her home. She was 
somewhat surprised at not finding her husband at the dili- 
gence office to receive her when she arrived, but without 
difficulty she procured a guide to escort her, for it was now 
dark. Arrived at the house, she found it open, for the 
servant had left it for a moment, and the door was ajar. 
The dining-room door was partly opened; and finding 
lights in it, she entered. The room was in some disorder. 
Evidently two or three persons had dined there, for their 
glasses were still upon the table, and, what was far more 
terrible to Mrs, Beauchamp, several empty bottles. On an 
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easy-chair near the fire, with his back to the door, was her 
husband, fast asleep. Mrs. Beauchamp advanced and gazed 
at him, as with one hand she leant on the back of his chair, 
and with the other covered her eyes. Presently the big 
tears were seen to fall rapidly beneath it. They were many 
and bitter. There was no mistaking that sleep of her hus- 
band's. It was not the sleep of the tired man reposing 
after the fatigues of the day; the red, bloated face, the 
swollen eyes, and the heavy breathing told too truly that it 
was the torpid stupor of the drunkard labouring under the 
effects of a scarcely-terminated debauch. Presently the 
servant entered. " Tiens^ c'est madame ! " she exclaimed, 
with an accent of surprise. " Oh I que je suis contente de 
vous voir'' She gave a glance at Mrs. Beauchamp which 
spoke volumes, as she somewhat roughly shook the drunkard 
by the arm to arouse him. 

Slowly and heavily he recovered from his stupor. He 
raised his heavy eyelids with difficulty ; and it was some 
minutes before he could fully realise the fact of his wife's 
presence. He appeared at first as if he identified her with 
some dream that had been crossing bis mind at the time 
the servant disturbed him. ^^ Mais^ monsieur ^ vous voyez 
bien que madame est arrivee^' said the girL Mr. Beau- 
champ then began to comprehend the truth. He rose with 
great difficulty, his hands being placed on the arms of his 
chair. He stood balancing himself for a moment, staring 
wildly at her the while. He then passed his hand across 
his brow^ and a grotesque appearance of shame came on his 
face. He attempted to speak, but had too much difficulty 
in arranging his words to make himself understood. Pre- 
sently he articulated two or three times the words, " Swept 
and garnished — swept and garnished." He then sank into 
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his chair, and fell into a sort of stupor. The maid-servant 
called her husband from the kitchen. He saluted Mrs. 
Beauchamp, but said nothing. Then he and his wife took 
the drunkard, and carried him off to bed. 

Presently the servant descended, and found poor Mrs. 
Beauchamp almost heart-broken. The kind-hearted French- 
woman tried all in her power to console her, but with little 
success. Later she became calmer, and listened with 
intense pain to her servant's statement. 

Shortly after Mrs. Beauchamp had left France, her hus- 
band met an old gambling acquaintance. Mr. Beauchamp 
endeavoured to avoid him, but the fellow introduced him- 
self, ostensibly for the purpose of asking the particulars of 
some gambling transaction, in which they had both been 
engaged. It seems that Mr. Beauchamp and the stranger 
had lost money on a horse to a third party. Mr. Beau- 
champ had paid his own, and the stranger also maintained 
that he had paid his loss at the same time. Mr. Beau- 
champ, however, did not remember the circumstance, and 
the question dropped for the moment, but the acquaintance 
had been renewed. A few days afterwards, the stranger 
called, and begged Mr. Beauchamp would make one of a 
party of four, who were to have a carriage, to attend a 
horse-race in the neighbourhood. Mr. Beauchamp at first 
declined, but his friend pressed him so strongly, that it 
aroused his curiosity to see a French race-course, and he 
consented. That evening he was brought home drunk. 
Next day the stranger called, and, finding Mr. Beauchamp 
somewhat indisposed, the old remedy of " the hair of the 
dog that bit you " was proposed and accepted ! It may 
appear singular that Mr. Beauchamp, who had so long 
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abstained from wine^ should compromise himself so readily, 
but a spell seemed to be upon him. He had broken his 
resolution, and he now seemed to succumb without power 
of resistance. In short, before his wife returned, he had 
again acquired every bad quality he had formerly pos- 
sessed. 

His wife attempted to reason with him, but in vain. He 
made her many promises, and then broke them as soon as 
he was out of her sight. She then attempted to accompany 
him when he left the house, but he frequently contrived to 
elude her. Unfortunately, drinking brought on gambling 
and immorality; and Mrs. Beauchamp had no alternative 
but to apply again to her trustee for advice and protec- 
tion. It was time, for her husband was fast spending and 
gambling away all that they possessed. The trustee arrived ; 
and with some difficulty he contrived to secure for Mrs. 
Beauchamp sufficient to purchase for her an annuity of two 
hundred pounds a year out of the splendid fortune which 
she and her husband once possessed. She shortly after- 
wards left France, Mr. Beauchamp offering no opposition, 
for it was in fact impossible for her to remain longer in the 
house, so disgraceful were the associates her husband fre- 
quently brought into it. 

Afler his wife had left him, the unhappy man gave full 
sway to his madness. At times, however, the idea of his 
degradation seemed to haunt him. He would occasionally 
try, by a simulated respectability of manner, to show some 
regard to his position, but he soon relapsed. At last he 
was attacked by delirium tremens; and he suffered severely 
from that terrible malady. Amidst his incoherency, the 
expression he had made use of on his wife's return from 
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England, " Swept and garnished/' was continually nttered 
by him. The disease ran on so rapidly, it was impossible 
for his dilapidated constitution to stand against it ; and at 
last he sank under it, finding too late at what price the 
devil gives aid and consolation to those in misfortune. 




CHAPTER XII. 

THE CYNIC. 

|HE next of my fellow-sufferers whom I shall intro- 
duce to my readers is a Mr. Walter Robinson, a 
gentleman by nature, and an Irishman by birth, 
although he had resided almost all his life in England. He 
had travelled much, and was exceedingly well read, although 
he had been somewhat irregularly educated. He had been 
for many years connected with literature, in which profession 
he had obtained an honourable and well-earned reputation. 
A few years before I made his acquaintance, he had become 
heir to a small property of about two hundred pounds a 
year, but before that his life seems to have been one of 
incessant mental and bodily labour, and occasionally of 
considerable privation also. He was evidently very prolific 
with his pen ; and there was hardly any subject, serious or 
comic, sacred or profane, on which he could not write or 
converse with good taste and abihty. Though naturally 
kind-heartedy he was somewhat cynical in disposition ; and 
this failing, which I found afterwards had developed itself 
in his youth, had increased as he advanced in years. Like 
most writers, he had, in early life, taken to the lighter 
branches of literature ; and chance throwing him in the way 
of some eminent publishers of comic periodicals, he was 
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p^indpallj occnpied in the first foor or five years iA his 
career on writings of that character. Although the search 
after the ridicnloos was greatly to his taste, it may well be 
doubted whether, in the end, it contributed much to his 
comfort and happiness. I am inclined to think that it did 
not, for the dominant fault in his character, cynicism, had 
been rather increased than diminished by it. 

He seemed to consider that the ridicoloos was mixed 
with every action of life, however serious ; his labours as a 
comic writer obliging him to incessandy hunt after the 
absurd, cynicism became almost a second nature in him. 

This feeling increased, till it appears to have reached 
insanity. When his disease was at its height, he was in 
the habit of bursting into violent fits of laughter in places 
of worship and at funerals, disturbing congr^ation and 
mourners in a manner which would have been utterly dis- 
graceful, had not his misfortune been an ample excuse for 
him. Naturally, there was nothing of the irreverent in his 
character. He appeared, on the contrary, to hold every 
Christian sect and its ministers in marked respect But 
the ridiculous being the comparison between a sublime and 
a mean object, he, in his unfortunate state of mind, found 
more for his disease to feed upon in church than in any other 
place. Even in the height of his malady, he was aware of 
the impropriety of his conduct ; but he said that he was 
acted upon by so strong a temptation to enter places of 
worship, and there to conduct himself in a disorderly 
manner, that he had not the power to withstand it. 

The doctor told me that there was no difficulty in tracing 
out the primary cause of Mr. Robinson's disease. It 
had been brought on by immense mental labour while 
engaged as a writer of leading articles for a morning paper, 
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combined with other literary occupations, and (as the truth 
must be told) an unfortunate habit he had acquired of 
seeking inspiration and assistance from the bottle, although 
he had never disgraced himself by acquiring the character 
of a drunkard. 

For a short time after his admission into the asylum his 
spirits sank, and there was some danger of his disease 
terminating in melancholia. It afterwards appeared, how- 
ever, that this depression was caused solely by his forced 
abstinence from wine, and he soon recovered his natural 
gaiety. He improved rapidly during his stay with us, and 
in a few months he again returned to his avocation. His 
insanity was certainly cured, although his cynicism had 
only been kept in abeyance. I had contrived, during his 
stay in the asylum, to gain his confidence ; in fact, we had 
become intimate friends. 

From time to time he gave me sketches of his life, and 
some of them were exceedingly singular. 

The following episodes in his history, as narrated by him- 
self, will perhaps give an idea of the man, although, of 
course, they were not told oflf at one sitting. 

"I know you think me exceedingly absurd,'* he said, 
** and believe that I am always in search of the ridiculous, 
but I assure you that is not my disposition naturally. I 
should say that there are few men who are of a more serious 
temperament than I am, or who could dwell with greater 
interest on the pathetic. 

"My temper has been so changed by education and 
habit, that it is totally different from what nature originally 
made it. From my earliest childhood the ridiculous has 
thrust itself into every action of my life, and that in direct 
opposition to my will. I have been haunted through my 
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whole existence by the absurd, and am without the slightest 
power on my own part to avoid it. The feeling is con- 
nected with my earliest remembrances. I was left an 
orphan at a very early age — in fact, I remember neither 
father nor mother. I was very poor indeed. An old uncle 
of mine, a retired clerk in a public office, took me into his 
house, almost out of charity. He was an old bachelor of 
a morose, taciturn disposition, but an honourable, humane 
man at heart. He lived in Lambeth, many parts of which 
were, yT those days, of a more rural description than at 
present. He put me under the care of an old housekeeper 
of his, who was, in general, exceedingly, kind to me. I 
saw but little of my uncle ; and, as his presence always 
inspired me with awe, I caimot say I much regretted the 
circumstance. 

" The first blow which my feelings of romance experienced 
was whilst I was under my uncle's care. At the time I am 
speaking of, I might have been between seven and eight 
years of age. My nurse had some acquaintance with a 
person employed at the Surrey Theatre ; and, through his 
patronage, she occasionally obtained orders for the pit, on 
which occasions I generally accompanied her. 

" One piece, which I saw several times, used to make a 
great impression on me. I forget the name of it, but it 
struck me as being exceedingly grand and magnificent, and 
its attraction rather increased than diminished the oftener 
I saw it. I even now remember the awe and admiration 
with which I used to regard the principal performers. One 
among them was an especial object of interest. She was 
the benevolent power of the piece, — a just and magnificent 
queen. Her virtues, in my eyes, were possibly increased 
by her personal appearance. She was a tall, portly, hand- 
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some woman, with a sweet clear voice. I remember also 
that she had a beautiful set of teeth ; indeed, she would 
not have been to blame had I forgotten the circumstance, 
for she took every possible opportunity of showing them to 
their fullest extent. No matter what sentence she might 
be giving utterance to, whether tragic or comic, laughing 
or weeping, jesting or scolding, her teeth were always to be 
seen. Her dress also contributed greatly to the respect I 
bore to her; it was as magnificent as stage velvet and 
Dutch metal could make it, and the queen of the Indies 
might have envied the crown she wore. 

" The splendour and majesty of this woman fairly haunted 
me, till suddenly the illusion vanished. I was walking one 
fine sunshiny morning with my nurse in a street at the 
back of Bethlem Hospital. We were at the moment passing 
a row of poor, four-roomed houses, with little gardens in 
front, and separated from each other and the road by short, 
rickety wooden palings. From one of the houses emerged 
a tall, shabbily-dressed old woman, with a basket on her 
arm. She took the same direction as ourselves, but, as we 
had not reached her when she left the garden-gate, we, of 
course, followed her. Sudde^^ly the door of the house 
opened again, and a slatternly, slip-shod, dirty little girl 
rushed out after the old woman, screaming at the top of her 
voice, 'Grandmother, we want butter.* The old woman, 
hearing the child's voice, turned round, and I had a full 
view of her features. They were perfectly well known to 
me, but I could not at the moment remember where I had 
seen them. 

"'That's Mrs. B , the queen in, the piece you saw at 

the theatre last night,' my nurse whispered to me. 

'' I was thunderstruck. At first I believed it was iropos- 

Q 



226 SHIRLEY HALL ASYLUM. 

sible, but a second glance at the poverty-struck creature 
proved it to be true. That shabby, sharp-voiced old woman 
was the mild-toned, magnificent queen of the evening 
before. 

''My second great disappointment I also met at the 
theatre. It occurred when I was between eleven and 
twelve years of age. My uncle had placed me at a day- 
school in the neighbourhood, to which I went every 
morning, and returned in the evening. Contrary to the 
experience of most boys, the happiest hours of my child- 
hood I passed when at that school. It was not that there 
was anything particularly attractive in my daily routine, but 
that my life at home was exceedingly monotonous and 
solitary. At school, at any rate, I had companions; at 
home I had none, with the exception of the old nurse, and 
a mongrel terrier of the name of Rover. My holidays were 
particularly desolate, for I had no acquaintances; my 
uncle not allowing me to receive any of my school-fellows 
at home ; and I had too much pride to visit at the houses 
of others when I could not receive them at my own. 

*' Occasionally, it is true, I had a treat to the theatre, the 
acquaintance of the old nurse of whom I have already 
spoken still holding his appointment, although the manager 
had removed him to the Lyceum Theatre. A piece at that 
time was performing there which had great attractions for 
the public. It was called ' The Dog of Montargis ; or, the 
Forest of Bondy.' It had such an effect on me that, 
although more than fifty years have passed over my head 
since I saw it, I think I could now repeat everything which 
took place on the stage. Let me be clearly understood. 
The human performers in the piece did not possess the 
charm for me which would have been experienced by most 
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boys of my age, for the broken illusion I have already 
mentioned had taught me how much deception was before 
me. But there was one, the hero of the piece, * The Dog 
of Montargis' himself, who entirely won my affections. 
With him there could be no deceit ; all was nature there. 

'' Another tie had bound me to him, the strong affection 
I had for my own dog Rover, the friend and playmate of 
my solitary hours. Somehow I identified the affection 
which the dog on the stage — a superb Newfoundland — ^had 
for his master, with that of my own diminutive terrier. At 
the same time the qualities of the dog of Montargis far 
exceeded those of Rover. This I was obliged to admit, 
although my affection for my dog by no means diminished 
by the comparison. The instinct of the former was wonder- 
ful if not miraculous. He appeared to surpass in intel- 
ligence all his biped fellow-actors, and the whole audience, 
from the applause they gave him, seemed to be of the same 
opinion. 

"The principal business of the piece rested on him. 
Returning home with his master through the forest, they 
were attacked by assassins. After a desperate struggle, in 
which both the dog and his master showed the greatest 
courage, the latter fell a^ victim to his assailants. The dog, 
finding his master slain, and afler giving vent to his feelings 
in a lamentable howl over the dead body, rushed from the 
stage. The next scene represented a street in Bondy. 
Although it was night there was sufficient light on the 
stage to enable the beholders to discern that the houses 
were arranged in such a manner that the doors of several 
were plainly seen in perspective. By the side of each door 
hung conspicuously a bell-handle. 

" Presently the dog made his appearance. In the dark- 
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ness of the night the sagacious brute could not at first 
distinguish his home, and he examined two or three of the 
doors before he was assured that he was at the right one. 
He then seized the bell-handle and rang the bell vigorously. 
Presently a man-servant half dressed, and with a lantern in 
his hand, opened the door. The moment he saw the dog 
he understood that something was wrong, and both dog and 
servant rushed across the stage. It now appears to me that 
he rather led the dog than the dog led him, but the objec- 
tion did not strike me at the time. But the grand effect 
was in the last scene, where the dog appeared as the prin- 
cipal witness in the trial. Although suspicion was strong 
against the real assassin, he had contrived to get up an 
' alibi* which, notwithstanding that his witnesses were dis- 
reputable, would in all probability have procured his escape, 
and thus have frustrated the ends of justice. So on the dog 
was thrown the onus of discovering the truth. 

"The court was opened; the several accused persons 
were placed in a line on one side of the stage, and the 
judge, officials, and soldiers, were ranged on the other. 
The dog was then brought in, and he carefully examined 
the accused. The excitement of the audience at the moment 
was intense. All seemed breathless with expectation. 
Suddenly the dog sprang on • the real villain, seized him by 
the throat, and dragged him down upon the stage. A terrific 
burst of applause was the reward which the audience gave 
the intelligent brute for his sagacity and love for his master. 
The dog's owner, a Frenchman, then came forward and 
bowed the dog's acknowledgments for the compliment ; the 
intelligent brute the while having his teeth fixed in the 
murderer's throat, apparently enjoying his vengeance. The 
Frenchman retired, and the business of the scene went on. 



THE CYNIC. 229 

The judge admitted the proof of the murderer's guilt, which 
had been made perfectly clear by the dog's evidence. * The 
finger of Heaven/ he said, 'was evidently in the whole 
affair,' and he concluded by ordering the villain to immediate 
execution. This, however, was not so easily performed ; 
for when the soldiers advanced to take him away it was 
with great difficulty that they removed the faithful brute 
from his throat The young couple, whoever they might 
have been, for there were a pair of lovers somehow mixed 
up with the plot, were then and there, without let or hin- 
drance, allowed to marry. They immediately put themselves 
in a pious attitude, each with one hand on the head of the 
dog, the other raised towards the gallery as though thanking 
the gods for their good fortune, and the curtain fell amidst 
the warm and unanimous plaudits of the audience. 

" I think I saw the piece three times without its in the 
least palling on me. Each night after the performance was 
a sleepless one. It would have been absurd for me to have 
drawn any comparison between that dog's abilities and 
Rover's with an idea of proving any approach to equality, 
yet my love for my dog was as strong as ever. At last I 
came to the conclusion that possibly Rover possessed as 
good natural abilities as his Thespian brother, and that 
education alone made the difference between them. I well 
knew how great was the difference it made between men, 
and why should not the rule hold good with regard to dogs. 

" After carefully thinking over the matter, and confirming 
myself in the idea, I determined, as Rover's natural guardian, 
to repair, as far as possible, the defects in his education. 
But an impediment arose at the very outset Before I could 
teach Rover any canine accomplishments, I must be in- 
structed in the art myself. I resolved, if possible, to do 
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this, and I made the old servant the confidant of my reso- 
lution. She, of course, could not advise me on the subject, 
but she promised to consult her theatrical friend, who, by- 
the-bye, was a check-taker. I awaited with great anxiety 
the result of her interview with him, which at last took place. 

"She informed me that her friend personally had nothing 
to do with the stage arrangements, but he said he would 
tell one of the carpenters, who understood all about it, and 
who was a very good fellow, to call upon me. I waited 
impatiently for his visit ; and at last he came. I laid open 
to him my wishes, and I told him how happy I should be if 
Rover could be taught to be as intelligent and faithful as 
the dog of Montargis — did he think there was any chance 
of it ; of course, with all proper instruction ? 

" He did. 

" Could he teach him, or could he instruct me how to 
teach him ? The latter I should prefer of the two. 

" ' If your dog, sir,* he said, * is a dog of ability, he can 
very easily be taught, but I hardly think it would be fair for 
me to tell you how it is done. It is a sort of professional 
secret.' 

" I admired his conscientiousness, but I disagreed with 
him in his conclusion. I asked him if he had pledged 
himself to secrecy. He assured me he had not. Then what 
objection, I argued, could he find ; he abused no confidence, 
and disobeyed no order. 

" That was all very true, he said, but still he did not see 
his way. Of course he would not say that he might not do 
it, as I, who knew better than he, thought the contrary ; he 
also wished very much to oblige me ; still, in justice to his 
conscience, if he did give way to me out of good feeling, he 
ought, at least, to have something to form a sort of excuse. 
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" I immediately understood him. My available assets at 
the time consisted of two shillings ; and, as he appeared a 
very honourably-disposed fellow, I thought they would go 
but a short way in calming the pangs of his conscience. I 
was, however, mistaken, for when I asked him what amount 
he would charge for each lesson or feat, he mentioned the 
moderate price of one shilling. I was delighted with his 
answer. I could now teach my dog the two most interesting 
tricks that I saw the dog of Montargis perform ; but, before 
agreeing to pay for them, I thought it would be only prudent 
to introduce Rover to him, and obtain his candid opinion 
whether he considered my dog's natural abilities sufficient 
to allow him to profit by the lesson. The carpenter thought 
it would be advisable, as it would be useless for me to pay 
for the lessons if the dog could not learn anything, especially 
as ' No money returned ' was a strict rule in the theatrical 
profession. 

" Rover was accordingly brought in, and the carpenter 
examined him attentively and critically, while I stood by in 
a state of no little anxiety, waiting for his judgment. 

" * That dog will do capitally, sir. I never saw one, 
leastways judging from his appearance, who could learn 
faster. What a shame,' he continued, in an under-tone, * to 
starve a poor brute in that manner.' 

" I felt exceedingly annoyed at the remark, but, as it was 
true, I said nothing. The meanness of my uncle's house- 
keeping was visible in poor Rover's ribs, all of which might 
easily have been counted. After a moment's silence on 
both sides, the carpenter said, 

" * Well, sir, is it a bargain ? I am agreeable if you are.' 

" ' It is,' I said, * and there is the shilling for the first 
trick.' 
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" * Which would you like to know, sir?' 

" * How the dog of Montargis was taught to ring the right 
bell.' 

** The carpenter put the shilling into his pocket. 

" * I will now tell you faithfully how it is done, sir. I 
never gets off a bargain. All the bell-pulls in the street is 
made of wood except the one at his own house, and that's 
a sausage.' 

" * A what?' I almost screamed.' 

" * A sausage. The poor brute knew his own house by 
the sausage for the bell-pull ; and when he catches hold of 
it, he naturally rings the bell.' 

" * Then I can't teach Rover to ring my bell ?' 

" * Oh, yes, you could, sir, if you had a sausage tied to 
the wire j not otherwise. But then I don't know that your 
servants would much like it, for they would soon have to 
answer the door pretty often. There is not a dog within a 
mile round that wouldn't soon find it out, and have a pull 
at your bell to tell his master was murdered.' 

" I was thunderstruck at the information. There was no 
help for it, however ; the money was gone. 

" * I can't tell you anything more, can I, sir?' said the 
carpenter. 

** * No, thank you,' I answered, in a somewhat melan- 
choly tone. 

• ** The carpenter was preparing to leave the room, when 
the idea struck me that it would be a great satisfaction if 
Rover could be taught to detect any man that had murdered 
me (if that melancholy end should ever be my lot), and hand 
him over to the police. An act of retributive justice for a 
crime of the kind would be cheap at a shilling. Even in a 
case of common assault, it might be useful if the magistrate 
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would allow the dog's evidence to be taken. And even if 
a case of the kind had never yet occurred in an English 
court of law, it might furnish a precedent which migh| after- 
wards be acted upon in a manner most beneficial to the 
ends of justice. 

" * Stop one moment/ I said to the carpenter. * I should 
like to know in what way the dog of Montargis was taught 
to detect the murderer of his master, or was it simply the 
result of instinct?' 

"* Instinct, be hanged!' said the carpenter. * It was 
training, nothing but training ; and V\l engage in a week to 
make that dog of yours as well up to doing it as the other, 
every bit as well.' 

** Without a moment's further hesitation, I put my 
other shilling in the carpenter's hand. He did not even 
condescend to thank me for it, but at once put it into his 
pocket 

'* * Well, sir, it is done in this way, and no other. The 
villain has always a good large piece of dog's meat sewed 
up in the buzzim of his shirt ; and so the dog always knows 
him in whatever part of the stage he may be, and pins him 
accordingly.' 

'' I stared at the man in utter astonishment. 

" ' But do you mean to say that he could not detect him 
without the dog's meat?' 

" * Certainly not, sir,' he said. * Dogs is like Christians ; 
they must have something to know a villain by ; they can't 
guess it no more than you. It would lead to all sorts of 
mischief if they could. No, sir ; depend upon it, a poor, 
half-starved brute like your dog would be far more certain 
to detect your murderer by the dog's meat than by any 
other means ; it's natural to him.' 
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" The carpenter then left me. I endeavoured, but with 
scant success, to consider the increase of respect which I 
had for Rover on finding his natural abilities not inferior to 
those of the dog of Montargis as an equivalent for the two 
shillings I had paid for my folly. 

" It was my unlucky fate continually to meet with absur- 
dities of the sort, and they had a most disagreeable effect 
on my mind and temper. Whenever I was thrown into a 
situation which called out my sympathies, I was certain 
speedily to find in it some ridiculous element, which neutra- 
lised the serious and often salutary effects that might other- 
wise have been produced. Even my first experience in the 
tender passion was so mixed up with this, that it deterred 
me from thinking of love for so long a time afterwards that 
I resolved on celibacy. 

'' I was then a midshipman in the East India Company's 
service. At that time John Company had his charter, and 
the service was considered better and more gentlemanly than 
it is at present. How this conclusion was reached I know 
not ; certainly nothing could be more detestable than the 
life I led when I was in it. The position of its officers in 
society was certainly vastly inferior to that of the officers in 
His Majesty's service, although they were better paid. To 
affect the bearing of the royal officers as much as possible, 
they caricatured it. They established a sort of gradation 
or class on board their ships, which, on the ship of a high 
admiral, would have been considered ridiculous. 

" As a proof of their importance, they had introduced on 
many of their ships a brutality and severity which would 
have been considered as infamous on board a ship of war. 

" As a midshipman, I held a sort of neutral position. I 
was expected to keep myself far above the sailors ; but, at 
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the same time, it was a crime little short of mutiny to con- 
sider that I was either here or hereafter at less than an 
unapproachable distance from the sixth mate. It was while 
I held this unenviable appointment that I first fell in love. 
Among the passengers on board the ship were two com- 
panies, and several extra officers of His Majesty's 120th 
Regiment of Foot. We were conveying them to Bombay, 
where they were to be stationed. The wives and daughters 
of many of the officers were also cabin passengers. The 
young lady who particularly attracted my attention was the 

daughter of Major C , a kind-hearted, gentlemanly man, 

but whose position was of course so superior to that of the 
unfortunate East India Company's midshipman, that anything 
in the shape of acquaintanceship, or even of conversation, 
was impossible. 

" Maria, his daughter, was an exceedingly pretty girl, 
about sixteen or seventeen years of age. Judging from the 
expression of her countenance, for I never but once had the 
pleasure of speaking to her, she was evidently amiable. It 
was perfect happiness to me to see her on deck. I used to 
watch her each afternoon with her mother and sister when 
the band was playing ; and I sincerely envied the military 
officers who fluttered round about her. On these occasions 
my eyes used to be incessantly riveted on her, and I was 
often severely rated by my superior officers for my inat- 
tention to orders. 

" At last, I felt certain that she noticed me ; but this 
was most probably only owing to the fact of my incessantly 
gazing at her. She evidently mentioned my behaviour to 
her sister, for she also used to regard me with a peculiarly 
inquisitive, sarcastic manner. I hardly think she mentioned 
my behaviour to her mother; at least, I never had any 
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reason, from that lady's conduct, to imagine that she was 
even aware of my existence. 

** My affection increased to such an extent that at last I 
grew desperate. I determined, cost what it might, notwith- 
standing our fearful difference in position, to make known 
to her my passion. But how to manage it was the difiiailty. 
To address her personally on the subject was of course 
impossible. Her mother was a cross-grained, ill-tempered 
woman, who, when not prostrated by sea-sickness, which 
unfortunately rarely occurred, had her eyes incessantly fixed 
upon her daughters. I had too much dread of her to think 
of broaching the subject to her, even if my position would 
not have made such a proceeding presumptuous* 

" There was only one member of her family with whom 
there was the slightest possibility of forming an intimacy, 
and that was her young brother, a boy about eleven years 
of age. I immediately broke ground with him, and suc- 
ceeded admirably. I commenced by giving him a pressing 
invitation to the midshipmen's berth. By degrees our 
acquaintance ripened into intimacy. Then, after binding 
him over to eternal secrecy, I confided to him my unhappy 
passion for his sister. Young as he was, and inexperienced 
in such matters, he kindly sympathised with me. He 
promised to assist me in every way that he could. I 
advised him to begin by pointing me out to his sister, and 
telling her how vastly superior I was to the other midship- 
men; then to hint gently to her how incessantly I was 
talking and thinking of her. This I considered would be 
as much as would be prudent at the commencement. 

" In a short time I found that his sister had remarked on 
me favourably, and thought me very good-looking. Here 
was encouragement for me. Of course I sent word back 
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that she was the loveliest girl I had ever seen. The next 
day she smiled kindly when she saw me. We were then 
within a fortnight's sail of Bombay. I used to bitterly weep 
in the night-watches when I thought that on her arrival 
there I should see her no more. Sometimes I thought of 
deserting the ship and enlisting as a private in her father's 
regiment, but then our difference in position would be 
greater than ever. 

"At last I summoned up sufficient courage to tell her 
brother how happy I should be if he could obtain from his 
sister some little object that I might keep as a memento of 
her. He asked me what I should like, and I modestly left 
it to his discretion. He suggested a lock of hair, with 
which, as may easily be supposed, I said I would be deeply 
gratified. I assured him that such a gift was more than my 
wildest imaginations could have hoped for ; that the posses- 
sion of such a treasure would make me happy for life. 

** Bad weather set in, and I did not see either sister or 
brother again for some days. He was exceedingly delicate; 
and, during the rain, his mother confined him a prisoner in 
the cuddy. When I saw him again, he put into my hand, 
without saying a word, a small folded paper about the size 
of a shilling. As it evidently contained something, I 
immediately rushed below, and, with some difficulty, con- 
trived to open it unseen by any one, — no easy task, as 
solitude is not easily got in a midshipman's berth. The 
paper contained a longTDut very thin tress of bright auburn 
hair. I knew it immediately by its beautiful colour and 
silky texture to be his sister's. 

" Never, I believe, was happiness equal to mine at that 
moment. That day I made, clumsily enough, a small bag, 
out of one of my shirts. How grateful was I, at the time, 
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for the foresight of our old servant, who had placed a 
housewife of her own manufacture in my sea-chest, thus, at 
that critical moment, to supply me with needle and thread. 
The bag, when finished, was just laige enough to hold the 
hair in its paper envelope. Out of respect to my treasure, 
I had taken particular pains in making the bag, and was 
not a little proud of it when finished. When all was ready, 
I fastened it to a piece of spun-yam, and, putting it round 
my neck, wore it next to my heart with all the respect due 
to a saindy relic. 

''The ship reached Bombay. On the day of Maria's 
leaving I determined to speak to her. It required no little 
courage, but true love will encounter any risk. An oppor- 
tunity presented itself. She was standing near the gangway, 
a little behind her family, who were waiting for a boat to 
take them on shore. 

'' ' Thanks, a thousand thanks,' I said, ' for your kind 
present I wear it next my heart, and it shall never 
leave me.* 

" The girl looked intensely astonished. * I don't under- 
stand you,' she said aloud. 

'* Her mother, hearing her speak, looked round, and 
asked what she had said. 

" * This gendeman,' said Maria hesitatingly, ' made some 
remark, but I did not hear what he said.' 

" * What is it you want, young man ? ' said her mother 
haughtily. I was so taken aback that I could not answer a 
word, but sneaked sheepishly away. The mother men- 
tioned the circumstance to- her husband, who immediately 
reported my behaviour to the officer of the watch. This 
brute, who, from his blackguardism, had been obliged to 
quit the navy, and had afterwards been received for his 
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superior (by comparison) gentlemanly behaviour into the 
East India Company's service, questioned me upon the 
subject, but I refused to answer him a word, and was in 
consequence sent to the masthead as a punishment. 

''The old cat of a mother suspected that there was 
something concealed, and, of course, she determined to 
find it out. I was again questioned, but would reveal 
nothing. 

" Before the ship left Bombay, I was allowed one day's 
holiday on shore. There, by chance, I met Maria's young 
brother. I requested him to tell me how the mistake 
occurred, and the cause of my making such a fool of 
myself. I found that it was his sister's hair I had been 
wearing, but that she was not aware of its being in my pos- 
session. 

" During the week he had been confined to the cabin by 
the wet weather, he had taken the opportunity of daily 
collecting from his sister's hair-brush the stray hairs, and 
with them had fortned the tress he had given me. He had 
thought the possession of it was all that I wished for, 
and that it was a matter of little importance how it was 
obtained. 

" I left the sea-service, and was for some time without 
any regular employment It was then that I tried my hand 
as a press writer. I at first sent in short reports, which 
were accepted. By degrees my communications became 
better liked, and, at last, I received the appointment of 
theatrical critic on a weekly paper, which had a very con- 
siderable circulation. It was not to be supposed that 
while thus employed my acquaintance with the ridiculous 
would decline. There was, perhaps, no position into which 
I could have been thrown which would have given me 
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greater opportunities of observing it. Of course I had 
frequent chances of being behind the scenes, and the 
difference between the aspect of things before and behind 
the curtain is proverbial. Some of the adventures I met 
with, in which the sublime and the ridiculous stood in close 
proximity, were very extraordinary. One I remember 
perfectly. 

" I had received permission, during the summer of the 
year i8 — , to take a month's holiday from London, pro- 
vided that I would send in my average amount of copy 
weekly, it being left to my own judgment to choose my 
subject. I profited by the permission to take a flying trip 
to the north of Italy. This I did, not only for the pleasure 
and novelty of the journey, but with the intention of im- 
proving my taste for music by visiting the operas of Turin 
and Milan, the latter being considered then, as now, the 
best school for Italian vocal music in Europe. 

''One night I was behind the scenes at the opera at 
Turin. The first act of the opera was over, and the ballet, 
which was then played between the first and the second, 
was on the point of commencing. The curtain rose, and 
a number of coryphees rushed upon the stage to perform 
some opening dance in the ballet of * Psyche.' 

" I was standing by the wings at the time, watching a 
male dancer who was seated on a block of wood near me, 
waiting till it should be his turn to go upon the stage. He 
was one of the principal dancers, and was to take the part 
of Zephyr. He wore a muslin tunic, which was fastened 
round his waist by a gold band ; and from his shoulders 
projected a small pair of verdigrise-coloured gauze wings. 

" He, at the moment, apart from his strange costume, 
presented a singular spectacle. On his knee, and with its 
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head supported on his arm, was an emaciated infant of 
three or four months old. In his other hand he held a 
small gourd ; and fastened over its thin end was a piece of 
washed leather. The gourd was filled with some fluid, and 
with this he was attempting to feed the infant, whose faint, 
sickly cry of annoyance, as it turned its head away, seemed 
to cause him the greatest pain. He endeavoured to soothe 
it with some endearing expressions, but his attempts were 
vain. A tear gathered in the poor fellow's eye, and fell, 
leaving its trace in the stage-paint on his cheek. 

" There was apparently good cause for his anxiety and 
sorrow. No human skill could have put three days' life 
into the child whom he regarded with so much affection. I 
think the same thought had also struck him, for taking the 
gourd from the infant's lips, he leant his brow upon his 
wrist, and, biting his lips, with difficulty restrained a flood 
of tears. 

" Suddenly a change took place in the air the orchestra 
was playing, and the figurantes, having finished their 
dance, were hurriedly leaving the stage. The poor fellow, 
occupied with his own sad thoughts, paid no attention to 
them ; but the air of Zephyr, the dance so well known in 
the old musical lesson-book, composed by Stiebelt, com- 
menced in the orchestra, and recalled him to his senses. 
He started up hurriedly, and looked wildly around him for 
a moment ; then, placing the infant in the arms of one of 
the dancing-girls who stood near him, he leaped upon the 
stage with a tremendous bound. He was greeted with a 
loud burst of applause, for he was a general favourite. He 
could not stop in his movements to acknowledge the com- 
pliment, but he contented himself with attempting to put 
on his countenance a look of surprise and delight, which 

R 
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made his face, at least to those near him, almost ghastly. 
In his hurry to go on the stage, when he gave up the ioSant, 
he had forgotten to put the gourd in the custody of some 
one, and, in consequence, he was obliged to hold it in 
his hand the whole time of his dance. It was curious to 
watch the tact with which, in his different evolutions, 
he used to hide the gourd from the audience, so that, 
in each turn he made, the back of his hand should 
always be presented to them when moving about his 
arms. 

''But even this solicitude could not keep him from 
frequently casting his eyes towards the spot where his child 
was surrounded by the ballet-girls. Although he could not 
see it, its low, faint cry reached him, and it evidently went 
to his heart. 

" As soon as his dance was over, he rushed from the 
stage, regardless of the applause showered upon him. 
Snatching the infant from those who held it, he ran with it 
in his arms to his dressing-room. I asked my companion — 
the manager of a London theatre in search of a x/^r, and 
through whose patronage I was then upon the stage — if he 
knew anything of the poor fellow's story. He did not ; 
but, upon his making inquiry of one of the ballet-girls, he 
received the following information. 

" The dancer was a Frenchman, who had been engaged 
with his wife (also a professional) for some time at one of 
the smaller theatres in Milan. They were a very affec- 
tionate couple and the happy parents of three children, the 
eldest about four years of age. The wife's engagement at 
Milan terminated a month before that of her husband. 
They had received the offer of an engagement in Bordeaux, 
The wife was required there immediately, but the husband's 
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engagement commenced six weeks later. They did not 
like the idea of parting from each other even for so short a 
time, but they were very poor, and their engagement in 
Milan, owing to the failure of their manager, had been a 
most unprofitable one. 

, " The wife started off, taking with her barely sufficient 
funds for her journey. The husband was to follow with 
the children as soon as his engagement was terminated, 
and he had got what little money he could of the 
amount the manager was owing them. Shortly after the 
wife's departure the cholera broke out in Milan, the theatre, 
after an unsuccessful attempt to keep it open, was closed, 
and the poor fellow lost the whole of the money which 
was owing to him. 

" This misfortune was the more terrible to him, as it 
rendered it exceedingly difficult for him to join his wife. 
Prudence in his profession is rare; and he was by no 
means an exception to the general rule. Thanks, however, 
to the assistance he received from some of his more for- 
tunate light-heeled brethren, and to the sale of some of his 
wardrobe, he at last had sufficient to commence his journey, 
when premonitory symptoms of cholera appeared in one of 
his children. Two days later, his eldest boy was a corpse, 
and the second was afterwards attacked by the disease, 
which also terminated fatally. 

" The poor fellow was now almost beside himself with 
sorrow, but his cup of misery was not yet full. He had re- 
ceived a letter from his wife, urging him to join her with as 
little delay as possible, not only on her account, but also 
because his engagement would be jeopardised should he be 
longer away. As he was penniless, he accepted an engage- 
ment for a week iu Turin, by which he would be put in 
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sufficient funds for his journey. But, on the moment of 
starting, another terrible anxiety presented itself. The 
infant, which had been rapidly weaned to allow its mother 
to proceed on her journey, now began to show symptoms of 
sinking. The constitution, never strong, could not bear the 
shock which the absence of its mother and its natural food 
occasioned. Still he had no help for it. Turin was on his 
way, so taking his place in a vetiurino^ he started off, taking 
the child with him. 

'' In those days, a carriage of that kind took two days in 
performing the journey ; and, although the other passengers 
showed him every consideration, the infant suffered greatly 
from fatigue. On arriving at Turin, he obtained the opinion 
of the doctor of the theatre respecting his child's health, who^ 
however, told him only a part of the truth. He said there 
was still a hope, though a remote one, of the child living ; 
all depended on its being able to take nourishment. Some- 
what consoled at hearing this, he attempted, by all means 
in his power, to get the child to swallow food, but with 
slight success ; and the evening that I saw him, he could 
not close his eyes to the fact that little hope remained, and 
I afterwards learned, that before the next morning both 
hope and life had vanished. 

" A second love attack of mine also terminated with a 
ridiculous circumstance, while I was in Italy. I was then 
in Milan. At that time, at the Carcano Theatre, they were 
performing the opera of / CapulUtti ed i Montecchi by 
Bellini, with the exception of the third act, which was 
Vaccai's. It was played every evening during the fortnight 
I was in Milan, and every evening I heard it — in fact I did 
not lose one representation. 

'' It must not be imagined that love of music was the 
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only thing that attracted me. I had fallen, at first sight, 
desperately in love with the prima donna, if the soprano of 
that opera bears the title, but I believe it really belongs to 
the contralto. Juliet was a lovely girl, with a clear, beautiful 
voice, which she managed most artistically. I was on the 
point of saying that Romeo's love for her was trifling when 
compared with mine, but that might be thought to relate to 
the contralto in the piece, and then the comparison would 
be absurd, for there the two lovers 'hated with a hate 
known only on the stage.' This feeling, however, was evi- 
dently occasioned by the animosity of Romeo, who, finding 
Juliet a far greater favourite with the public than herself, 
took every opportunity in her power to spite her rival. 
This was apparent to all ; in my eyes it made Juliet only 
the nlore interesting, and, I believe, did her no harm with 
the public at large. 

*' As I was invariably seated in the stage-box, which was 
on a level with the actors, after two or three representations 
Juliet began to notice me, and that occult sympathy which 

certainly exists between lovers, was felt between us. She 

> 

knew I admired and loved her, and she evidently liked me 
in return. 

" I wished to be introduced to my fair Juliet, and I 
attained my wish ; but, alas ! she only spoke Italian, and I 
knew but little of that language. Possibly she might have 
overlooked the circumstance, or even have found my im- 
perfect phraseology interesting, but with my keen sense of 
the ridiculous, the idea of making love in a language of 
which I only understood some score of sentences, seemed 
to me so absurd that I gave up the attempt, and contented 
myself with feasting my eyes on her from the box. Night 
after night found me still in the same place, and each night 
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I admired her more than I did the evening before. She 
was tall, slim, pretty, and graceful, and her girlish figure 
contrasted most favourably with that of Romeo, who was 
evidently expecting soon to be a mother. 

" Romeo evidently noticed my partiality for Juliet, and 
by way of annoying her, at first attempted to attract my 
attention; but, finding that fail, she changed her tactics, 
and adopted a plan which could only have entered the 
imagination of a vindictive woman, and that woman an 
Italian actress. 

" The evening she played off her detestable plot, she ap- 
peared to be in particularly good spirits, and she sang with 
great care and animation. But I do not know how it was 
that in her grand air, each time she repeated the words, 
* La iremenda ultrice spada* she gave a particularly signifi- 
cant look at me. All passed off well till the third act, both 
Romeo and Juliet being very much applauded. The scene 
then opened in the mausoleum of the Capulets. Romeo 
came on the stage evidently in high spirits, the opposite of 
what his feelings should have been on the occasion. He wore 
his plumed hat even more rakishly than before, and his 
moustaches and imperial seemed to have acquired, between 
the acts, an additional coat of burnt-cork and grease. 

" The tomb was broken open, and Juliet appeared stretched 
as a corpse on the grave-stone within it Romeo then 
entered into the spirit of the scene ; and, after singing his 
adagio extremely well, he sucked the poison from the ring, 
and casting his hat upon the stage, he rushed towards the 
apparently inanimate Juliet. Then clasping her head with 
his hands, he gave her lips a long and passionate kiss. 
Juliet, awakened by his embrace, rose from her tomb- 
stone, and Romeo in terror sank upon his knees, as if he 
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had seen her spirit ; thus leaving Juh'et in full view of the 
audience. 

" No sooner did Juliet stand erect, than the treason of 
which she had been the victim became fully apparent. The 
audience burst into a loud laugh, and annoyed though I was, 
I could not refrain from joining in it Poor Juliet, when 
she received Romeo's kiss, received at the same time an 
exact faC'Simile of his moustaches and imperial. No 
copying machine could have taken them off more per- 
fectly. Her appearance was absurd. She was immediately 
aware of the fact, and of course was dreadfully annoyed. 
She turned mechanically towards me as if for consolation, 
and found me laughing too. The poor girl looked reproach- 
fully at me for a moment, and then, putting her hands upon 
her face, burst into tears. The audience immediately ap- 
plauded her greatly, and the performance abruptly termi- 
nated. 

'' I went home that night thoroughly annoyed and 
ashamed. My behaviour appeared to me both unkind and 
ungentlemanly, and I determined the next night to make 
amends for my unworthy conduct. I then applauded every- 
thing she did, but it was useless ; she did not honour me 
with a single glance. Three or four successive nights I was 
in my place, but Juliet was inexorable, and I left Milan 
without being forgiven. Other sins have since been graven 
on my memory, heavier than my conduct to poor Juliet, but 
of none have I ever been more ashamed or annoyed. 

"If I wished to educate any one as a cynic, I would 
certainly place him for some few years as a reporter for the 
public press. The amount of knowledge of human life he 
would acquire would teach him the utter falseness of ap- 
pearances in general ; and, in spite of himself, he would 
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become a cynic in the end. When, as in mj own case, 
nature smoothed the path for instruction, the result is not to 
be wondered at 

** When I first adopted literature as a profesdon, press- 
writing was a different affair from what it is in the present 
daj. Gross personality then passed for wit, and vulgar 
abuse for sarcasm. At the same time this state of things 
was not without its excuse. The touch of the gentler good- 
humoured sarcasm of the present day would not have been 
felt by the thick-skinned gentry for whose reformation it 
was especially intended. Among all classes it was the 
same. The last of the Georges was just on the throne, and 
the vices of every grade of society, and the abuses of every 
public department, whether army, navy, pulpit, bar, or 
stage, were, according to our present views, perfectly as- 
tounding. With all the miserable stereotyped cant about 
the lofty independent feeling of the British nation, I beljeve 
that it would have been the same in the present day, had it 
not been for the incessant Herculean labours of the public 
press. 

" Do not imagine that their task was simply to point out 
an abuse, and that the nation immediately eradicated it. 

''It is curious, at the present day, to think of the enormous 
amount of labour the press had before it, and the admirable 
manner in which it accomplished it Day after day, week 
after week, year after year, did the press point out to the 
nation these horrible abuses, before the public would stir in 
the matter. 

''The enormous injustice and avarice shown in cccle^ 
siastical affairs, which were then common, seem now almost 
incredible. With one exception, the whole bench of bishops 
were advocates for negro slavery, and defended that " pecu- 
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liar institution" so warmly, that Lord Eldon argued that 
there was nothing contrary to the principles of Christianity 
in it, or else the reverend lords would not have supported it 
in the manner they did. 

" Two bishops were pointed out who had received their 
mitres from the English P6pe, George IV., while he was 
regent, through the direct patronage of court ladies of very 
indifferent reputation. Another, beside his bishopric^ pos- 
sessed eleven parochial livings. 

''One archbishop had accumulated so great a fortune 
from his see, that he was enabled, on one New-Year's day, 
to present his grand-children, fifty-two in number, with one 
thousand pounds each, with little perceptible diminution to 
his own fortune. Another bishop gave to different members 
of his family church livings to the amount of thirty- two 
thousand pounds a year, without exciting the slightest 
scandal in the mind of the pure head of the Church, that 
most religious and gracious king, George IV. 

" Another lived for years abroad, in the house of a woman 
of disgraceful reputation. All his revenues, which were 
immense, he spent away from England, neglecting, with 
complete impunity, the care of his diocese. It required no 
little courage, I assure you, on the part of the press, to 
pattack the abuses in the Church. A sort of tacit under- 
standing seemed to exist between the Church and the law 
to allow these infamies to be carried on with impunity. The 
law legalised every injustice, on condition that it had its 
share in the patronage; and the Church sanctioned and 
absolved every legal infamy that had for one of its objects 
the welfare of the Church ; whilst the Crown stept in and 
gave its sanction to both, forming a trinity of infamy which 
could not have been surpassed for barefaced injustice 
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and wickedness in the worst era of the Roman Catholic 
Church. 

** In the law, in the army and the navy, and in every 
department, the same enormous abuses prevailed. Still the 
press went on, and to a great extent, conquered, in spite oi 
the continual threats, on the part of the law, of severe 
punishment in this world, and, on the part of the Church, 
of eternal perdition in the next And yet all this time 
those at the head of afiairs called themselves the most 
virtuous and respectable portion of the nation, and the rest 
believed them, and almost idolised them for the lie they 
told. 

'' AH this, or a great part of it, has passed away, but 
enough remains to prove that an immense amount of cant 
and humbug remains behind — enough to make one doubt 
the reality of anything one sees. The longer I live, my 
dear fellow, the more fully I am convinced that the world is 
one monstrous sham. I have often stood and looked at the 
audience collected round Punch's Theatre, near St Martin's 
Church, and envied the fellow who worked the puppets. It 
was an immense amusement to me to watch the crowd of 
blockheads there assembled staring at what was insignifi- 
cant, and thinking it attractive ; listening to that which was 
utterly without wit or reason, and yet thinking it was enter- 
taining ; laughing immoderately at that which was without 
the slightest humour — not only doing all this at the fellow's 
bidding, but positively at last pa3ring him for making fools 
of them. When I leave here, I hardly know how I shall 
employ myself; sometimes I think I will make that fellow 
an offer for his theatre and apparatus complete, and start 
with it on my own account." 

I inquired whether he considered himself sufficiently safe 
from a relapse into his unfortunate habit of laughing at 
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serious subjects, which principally necessitated his sojourn 
among us? He replied that, with one exception, he believed 
he was perfectly safe. The point on which he still had his 
doubts was that of laughing in church. " On that subject 
alone," he said, " I am rather fearful. I once heard a 
clerg3rman deploring the total ignorance in which a preacher 
was kept during his sermon, as to the effect it was pro- 
ducing on the minds of his congregation. ' An actor,' said 
he, * receives applause or hisses, a member of parliament 
his cheers, his cries of hear ! hear ! or possibly disapproba- 
tion. The jester knows the effect of his jest by the lauglj 
that follows it; but the preacher has before him uninterested 
and passionless countenances. To alter this, I admit, would 
be difficult. I have often wished that all my congregation 
had tails, and then, if they were pleased, they could wag 
them without disturbing the silence of the place or the 
solemnity of the scene.* 

" It would be difficult," continued Mr. Robinson, " to 
make you understand the effect the remark made on me. I 
was hardly ever in church, when it did not present itself to 
my mind during sermon time. If a pet parson entered the 
pulpit, I immediately saw all the feminine tails wagging. If 
he spoke of the duties of children to their parents, all the 
senile male tails wagged ; if of the duties of servants to 
their superiors, all the matronly tails were in agitation. And 
after a long dull sermon, when all bent forward to offer up 
their last prayer, there appeared a simultaneous wagging of 
all the tails of the congregation. It is the return of this 
feeling that I alone fear now." 

Whether the feeling ever did return, or whether he pur- 
chased Punch's Theatre, I am unable to say. He left us, 
or, in the words of John Bunyan, " he went on his way and 
I saw him no more." 




CHAPTER XIII. 

FAMILY AFFECTION. 

|N£ beautiful morning, as I was taking my accus- 
tomed walk in the grounds after breakfast/ I 
observed the doctor leave the house somewhat 
smarter than usual, with his walking-cane in his hand. 

**What beautiful weather we have to-day, doctor!" I said, 
when he had reached me. 

" Very," he replied ; " and it is well for me that it is so, 
for I have a very long walk before me." 

" Where are you going ? " I inquired. 

" As far as Combe, a little village about five miles from 
here ; and I purpose walking back again." 

" I sincerely envy you," I said. " I should enjoy such a 
walk immensely." 

" Should you ? If so, I shall have much pleasure if you 
will accompany me. I am going on some business to the 
house of a gentleman, where I shall be occupied for perl^aps 
half-an-hour. I shall then return by the same path. If you 
are not frightened at the distance, it will give you an excel- 
lent appetite for dinner." 

I accepted the doctor's offer with great pleasure, and he 
waited whilst I made the necessary preparations to accom- 
pany him. When I joined him, he told me he was obliged 
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to go through the grounds of the other house. (I think I 
have aheady stated that the establishment for the incurable 
patients was adjacent to our own, being only separated from 
it by a high brick wall ; the communication between the two 
houses being* by a door which was always kept locked, and 
of which the doctor and one or two others only had keys.) 
As the doctor spoke he opened the door, and we entered. 
The grounds appeared even more extensive than those on 
our own side, but not so well kept. Near the house were 
several patients, with some assistants near them ; but in 
order to avoid them the doctor took a side path, which led 
through a shrubbery. Presently we met a very singular- 
looking individual, evidently a patient Near him, seated 
on a bench, was an assistant reading a book, which, how- 
ever, did not prevent him from raising his eyes to watch 
the movements of the patient from time to time. The poor 
maniac was dressed in a singular manner. He had on 
loose white trousers, and a wide, long robe or sheet, came 
down below his knees. His head was uncovered. He 
was taU, and apparently thin, but he held himself very 
erect. He might have been between fifty and sixty years of 
age ; but owing to the lines of settled care and sorrow on 
his face, it was impossible to make an exact guess as to his 
age. The, outline of his features was eminently handsome. 
He was ghastly pale. His eyes, which were deep sunk in 
his head, were without expression, although their lack-lustre 
appearance seemed feigned rather than real. His gaze was 
in a straight line before him, but evidently fixed on no 
settled object His walk was remarkably slow, solemn, 
and stately. As we neared him, he took no notice of us 
whatever. When close to him, the doctor addressed him 
i\ith — 



254 SHIRLEY HALL ASYLUM. 

" Good morning, Robson. How are you to-day?" 

The patient did not lift his eyes from the point on which 
they were fixed, nor show the slightest sign that he saw us, 
beyond murmuring, in deep guttural accents — 

" I am not of this world." 

A little farther on we saw, drawn on the wall with chalk 
or white-wash, the outline of a tombstone, on which was 
written in Roman characters : — 

" Sacred to the memory of Thomas Robson, M.D., who 
died April 13, 1852." 

I looked at the doctor as if I expected an explanation, 
but he merely said in a low tone — 

" I will tell you his history when we are outside." 

The singular appearance of the poor fellow interested me 
so much that I was impatient of the delay occasioned by 
the conversation between the doctor and one of the chief 
assistants about some unimportant affairs of the establish- 
ment. As soon as he had finished, we left the groimds, 
and started on our walk across the common. 

" You are somewhat surprised at the extraordinary ap- 
pearance of the poor fellow we met, are you not ?" said the 
doctor. 

" I certainly am," I replied. 

" His history is a sad one, and, I assure you, he is very 
much to be pitied.'* 

" Have you any chance of curing him ?" I inquired. 

" Not the slightest. It would be difficult indeed, with 
the settled conviction he has that he is a corpse." 

" When he first came here was he worse than he is at 
present ?" 

" On the contrary,** replied the doctor, " he was much 
better." 
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" Then a residence in an asylum of this kind may occa- 
sionally be detrimental ?" 

"Without stopping to answer that question, I may tell 
you, that the intensity of his malady was not caused by any 
circumstance connected with this establishment. On the 
contrary, he improved rapidly for some time after his 
arrival here, but a severe family misfortune caused a re- 
lapse." 

" What was originally the nature of his case ?*' I inquired. 

''As in many other cases, the original cause of his 
malady is hard to get at. It developed itself, however, on 
two points — a most exalted idea of the beauty and utility of 
his own profession, and a naturally most devout mind. 
The extravagant indulgence of these feelings was the first 
traceable cause of his complaint." 

" That religious feelings, when carried to excess, might 
produce insanity, I can easily understand, but how scientific 
research can assist it is beyond my comprehension," I 
replied. 

The doctor looked steadily and significantly at me. 

" You allude to my own case," I continued, " but, believe 
me, you are all labouring under a wrong impression. I main- 
tain I am not insane. You are incapable of proving my theory 
of the accumulation of forces ad infinitum, to be incorrect, 
and yet you consider me mad. I cannot blame you after 
all. Richelieu confined in a lunatic asylum a priest who 
attempted to construct a steam-engine, and was evidently 
actuated by a friendly feeling when he did so." 

" I will not dispute your theory," said the doctor, " but 
will confine myself to poor Robson's case. As you doubt* 
less perceived by the drawing he made of the tombstone, 
he is a physician, and he is a very learned one too. Yet, 
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at last, he conceived the idea that he had received from 
Heaven the power of performing miracles. He carried it 
to such an extent, in the end, that he used to wander about 
the coiintry, imitating the apostles, and attempting to heal 
the sick, and make the lame to walk, by laying hands on 
them." 

" That he could ever have been a clever man seems to 
me impossible," I said. " Of all professions, that of medi- 
cine should have taught him, that without Divine agency, 
it would be impossible to perform miracles." 

" But he held that men, that is to say. Christian men, had 
received from the Almighty that Divine power, and that all 
physicians, if they understood their profession rightly, could 
and ought to perform miracles in furtherance of the cause 
of Christianity." 

" It would require some ingenuity to prove that from the 
Bible." 

" He did not think so. He held that our Saviour's life 
was to be taken by us as an example to imitate, and that 
He often gave proof of His Divine origin by the perform- 
ance of healing miracles, and that Christians, who had that 
power, were bound to follow in the course the Saviour had 
marked out." 

" By what arguments did he attempt to prove that man, 
in the present day, was gifted with the faculty of performing 
miracles ?" 

" He had many arguments, and, occasionally, they were 
somewhat difficult to combat He maintained that many 
common occurrences of the present day would have been 
as great miracles to the minds of those who were living 
thirty or forty years since, as any that were performed by 
the aposdes. The last patient he treated lived in Paris, 
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and his daily communications with him were through the 
Electric Telegraph, occupying, perhaps, an hour. Thirty 
years since, it would have cost him, at least, a week." 

" But that was merely a simple effect of the advancement 
of natural philosophy, which all in the present time can 
understand. Because we were in ignorance forty years 
since, is no proof that we have the power of working 
miracles now." 

" Of that I am by no means persuaded. But he argued 
that our capability of understanding in what manner a 
miracle was performed, by no means divested it of its 
miraculous character. It was, in fact, a greater blessing 
accorded to the Christians of the present day than those of 
a remoter period possessed. * Would the miracle performed 
by one of the apostles have been considered by him the 
less wonderful because he was partially aware of the manner 
in which the phenomenon had worked ?' he would argue." 

" Certainly not ; but remember the apostles had neither 
to labour nor study in order to perform their miracles." 

'* That he admitted, as far at all events as study was con- 
cerned, but, at the same time, he argued that both labour 
and study were necessities imposed upon man in his work- 
ing of miracles, in consequence of the disobedience of our 
first parents. But if we are obliged to submit to that law, 
our miracles, in return, are fully as wonderful, if not more 
so, than those performed by the apostles." 

" How did he attempt to prove that ? " 

" From the extended power which he maintained that we 
possessed. I remember one morning, a few months after 
his arrival here, when his mind had considerably increased 
in power, he was maintaining that human beings, under the 
blessings of Christianity, had the power of performing 

s 
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miracles, which I denied. He asked me my opinion of a 
miracle. I quoted to him, in reply, the text, 'Which of 
you by taking thought can add one cubit to his stature?' 
He insisted that, by the science of medicine, which was 
eminently a Christian study, we had the power of doing 
that. ' Take,' he said, ' the children of the middle and 
higher classes of this country and compare them with the 
children of the working classes in Bethnal Green, and find 
the difference between them, and the cause of it How 
much taller are the one class than the other.' I attempted 
to prove to him that it was simply owing to the greater 
care and attention given to them in their childhood that 
the one class was superior to the other. He replied 
that the very knowledge of those requisites came from God, 
and the effect was miraculous, and was proved by the text. 
He considered that the great increase in the duration of 
human life was a still greater proof of the miraculous power 
possessed by the present generation, and of this there is no 
doubt. The extraordinary increase in the length of human 
life in the present day does certainly appear to have some- 
thing miraculous in it. With those on whom the improved 
science of medicine has had its due power, the age of 
man is no longer threescore-and-ten. I have heard that 
Dr. Farr, one of the most learned men of the day in the 
science of vital statistics, considers that the ordinary life of 
man, under proper and judicious care, might be lengthened 
to a century. Certainly in the middle classes of society, 
a man who has led an abstemious life, is now constitu- 
tionally younger at eighty than he was at seventy half a 
century since." 

" But still all this is very different from a miracle." 

" Understand me, my dear fellow, I am not maintaining 
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his theory. I am merely giving you the arguments of a 
maniac in a state of convalescence. But his doctrines went 
beyond that He insisted that a miracle was greater or 
less in proportion to the state of uncivilisation of the 
individuals witnessing it; that to the savage, a simple 
phenomenon which civilisation beheld without wonder and 
without gratitude, was to him a miraculous proof of the 
power derived by a Christian from his God. He gave as 
an example, the case of a friend of his who was surgeon of 
a trading ship on the coast of Africa. The wife of a negro 
potentate was suffering severely, and was in great danger 
from a protracted and difficult labour. His majesty, who 
was greatly attached to her, fearing that she would die, 
sought assistance from the captain of the ship, and the 
surgeon was sent on shore. He found on introduction to 
his patient, that he had not arrived one moment too soon ; 
and an operation was required. He put his patient under 
the influence of chloroform, and some short time afterwards 
the child was bom alive, and the doctor returned to his 
ship. Next day, a number of canoes were seen putting ofif 
from shore, and in the centre was one larger than the rest, 
containing his sable majesty, or whatever other title he 
bore. The smaller canoes were laden with fowls, fruits, 
and other eatables. When the chief, with some of his 
principal followers, got on board the ship, the object of the 
visit became apparent. They had come to make an 
ofTering of thanksgiving to poor Pilgarlick ; and the smaller 
canoes contained it From the nurse's as well as from the 
patient's own description, they believed that he must be 
something more than mortal. He had taken a small phial 
from his pocket, and, pouring on a rag something which 
looked like water, he had given it to the sufifering woman 
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to smelL Immediately afterwards, she fell into a deep 
sleep, and when she awoke her child was born, and that 
without any further pain or difficulty. The effect appeared 
to them miraculous, and they wished to offer a proof of 
their gratitude, and tlieir respect for the mirade. I have 
no doubt you will object to the surgeon's subsequent 
behaviour. He did not deny the existence of a miraculous 
agency. He stated, on the contrary, that the knowledge 
of such a wonderful power, and the means of using it, were 
put in the hands of Christians by their God, — that they 
had, when they required it, the power of destroying pain, 
so as to be able to perform the most terrible operations 
without awakening the patient whom they had thrown into 
sleep, — that their God was a God of mercy, and that His 
blessing was always on works of mercy. 

" The savages seemed deeply impressed with the reason- 
ing, or the sophistry as you may call it, and left the surgeon 
with expressions of wonder and gratitude. He was san- 
guine enough to think that Christianity might easily have 
been planted among them if its advent was only accom- 
panied by deeds of mercy. His hopes, however, soon 
vanished. He found by the newspapers, some months 
after his return to England, that King Bill had in some way 
insulted the British flag, and had also refused to apologise 
for his wickedness. The admiral in command of the 
station had thereupon very properly sent a flotilla of gun- 
boats, and killed two thousand of King Bill's subjects, as 
well as burnt forty villages. His sable majesty, convinced 
by this powerliil reasoning of the folly of his conduct, came 
to his senses, and apologised to the admiral in a proper 
and becoming manner, at the same time promising to con- 
tribute two hundred bushels of ground nuts, whatever they 
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may be, towards the heavy expenses incurred by the British 
•Government in chastising him." 

"I will not say," I remarked, "that the surgeon was 
altogether wrong, but, at the same time, I look with great 
suspicion on his reasoning. The application of a simple 
medical remedy, whose action it is easy to describe, ought 
only with the greatest caution to be admitted as anything 
miraculous." 

" But poor Robson did not base all his ideas of modem 
miracles on simple physical phenomena, which are easy 
of comprehension. He was also a firm believer in mes- 
merism." 

" He must have been mad indeed," I quickly remarked. 

" But there was method in his madness, for all that," said 
the doctor. " Understand me when I say he was a firm 
believer in mesmerism. Do not imagine that he had the 
slightest faith in reversed vision, table turning, spirit- 
rapping, or any absurd tomfoolery of that kind. His belief 
centred in the idea that an occult sympathy frequently 
existed between human beings, which, as yet, science had 
certainly been unable to account for, at least in a satis- 
factory manner. You may laugh if you please, but I mean 
what I say." 

" Do you really consider that there is any truth in it ? " 

" I hardly understand your question. If you mean, do I 
believe that a power, very difficult to describe, exists, by 
which a person may possess a sort of sympathetic control 
over another, I unhesitatingly admit that I do, although I 
do not carry my faith as far as did poor Robson. I have 
myself seen in the hospital in Calcutta a mesmerist surgeon 
amputate the thigh of a Hindoo at the hip-joint, the poor 
man being the whole time in a sound mesmeric sleep, into 
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which he had been put by a person en rapport with him, as 
I believe the professional slang has it It was feared that, 
from extreme loss of blood, the Hindoo would die under 
the operation. But the mesmerist awoke him, and, after 
having given him a strong dose of brandy to keep up the 
circulation, he sent him to sleep again, and the operation 
was successfully terminated." 

"You saw that ?*' 

" I saw it myself. But poor Robson's belief went much 
beyond mine ; in fact, he carried it far within the confines 
of insanity. From the text, * For I feel that virtue hath gone 
out of me," he concluded that every Christian believer was, 
to a more limited extent, endowed with the same power ; 
and his malady increased, till he was found, as I said before, 
wandering about the fields, laying his hands on the poor, 
and imagining that he could thereby heal them. This was 
the most difficult phase in his case, and that on which his 
relapse supervened. And now, poor fellow, his disease is 
incurable." 

" Can you at all trace the cause of his relapse?" 

"Easily. There was nothing obscure in that. But I 
cannot make you understand it clearly without giving you a 
short sketch of his history. 

" I knew little of poor Robson till I came here, save by 
reputation^ and that was of the most honourable description. 
He was humane, indefatigable, learned, and just. I believe 
that in every respect it would have been impossible to have 
found a worthier member of our profession. Of course, 
when he came under my hands as a patient, it was my duty 
to discover his antecedents, as far as I possibly could. It 
appears that, like many other physicians, the first years of 
his life had been years of toil, fatigue, and anxiety, and occa- 
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sionally of privation too. When about thirty years of age 
he married, and his worldly prospects about that time linder- 
went a great change for the better. His wife was pretty, 
amiable, and had considerable wealth; but, to a man of 
Robson's affectionate temperament, she brought with her 
what was a source of great anxiety. She was the only 
remaining scion of a large family, all of whom had died of 
consumption. Although the disease seemed to have been 
arrested in her, thanks to a somewhat lengthened residence 
in a warm climate in her youth, there were sufficient 
vestiges of it remaining to show Robson that it was not 
altogether extinct. 

" Robson's success in his profession kept pace with his 
means, and for some years he was, with the exception I have 
mentioned, as happy as a man could be. His wife had only 
bonie him one child, a daughter, who promised to be as 
pretty as her mother. A lengthened career of happiness 
was not, however, to be his lot. Five years after his 
marriage his wife began to show symptoms of the hereditary 
disease, and in a short time afterwards poor Robson was a 
widower. 

" Her death appears to have preyed on his mind fearfully. 
Resignation came to his relief at last, partially by the effects 
of time, but infinitely more so by the influences of religion. 
He never married again. A portion of his time he dedi- 
cated to the gratuitous practice of his profession, into the 
exercise of which he considered a great amount of religion 
entered ; and in it, if in no other case, the truth of the 
assertion, Laborare est arare, could be proved. All the 
remainder of his time was employed in watching the edu- 
cation and health of his daughter, Maria, who increased 
daily in beauty and talent, and in favour with God and 
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man. One great source of consolation he found was, that 
he believed there was no trace of the hereditary malady in 
her. From what I have since heard, this conclusion was 
more due to his wish than to his judgment. 

" His daughter married early a man in every way fitted 
to be the husband of an amiable, lovely, and talented girl. 
Robson was again supremely happy, but his happiness was 
once more doomed to be of short duration. His daughter 
promised to become a mother, and both Robson and her hus- 
band naturally waited the event with considerable anxiety. 
The time arrived, and all at first promised to end satisfac- 
torily. But puerperal fever set in, and the poor mother 
sank under it : the child, a daughter, survived. 

" Robson's grief at the death of his daughter was so great, 
that it prevented him for some time from following his pro- 
fession. Naturally religious, he now carried that feeling to 
the verge of insanity, and this is the first trace I can find 
of his malady. By degrees, however, he resumed practice ; 
but he mixed up with it so much of a morbid, theological 
sophistry, that all his acquaintances could perceive signs of 
the insanity which afterwards developed itselt Gradually 
it increased, till he considered that he had acquired the 
power of working miracles ; and, firom his wild behaviour, 
in wandering about the country without money and without 
shelter, it was considered absolutely necessary to put him 
under restraint," 

" But how did he come to imagine himself a corpse?" 

" Give me time, and I will tell you. He improved rapidly 
for some time after his arrival here, till his malady at last 
resolved itself into the idea that Christianity had given to 
man, through science, the power of performing miracles, and 
that that power was principally lodged in our hands for the 
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greater furtherance of the cause of Christianity ; and in this 
idea, let me tell you, that, free as I am from a taint of in- 
sanity, or I should not be placed in the situation I hold, I 
partially agree with him." 

When I heard the poor fellow boast of his freedom from 
insanity, and thought of his mania for organ-building, it was 
with difficulty that I could restrain a smile. 

" As his disease diminished," continued the doctor, " his 
mind dwelt more upon his grandchild, who was now between 
nine and ten years of age. She had been put under the 
care of an elderly lady, a relative of his late wife's, who 
treated the child with every care and attention. But poor 
Robson seemed doomed to misfortune. His granddaughter 
was in the habit of coming here to see him once in every 
three months, accompanied by her guardian. On entering 
her eleventh year, she began to show symptoms of con- 
sumption. Robson, at first, refused to believe the evidence 
of his senses ; but on one of her visits the symptoms were 
so fully developed, that it was impossible for him any longer 
to shut his eyes to the fact. So profound was his sorrow 
at the discovery, that we were obliged to devise some means 
of averting a return of his malady. At last, it was decided 
that the girl and her guardian should take lodgings in a 
respectable farmhouse near the asylum ; and that Robson, 
whose experience in consumptive cases was equal to that of 
any man in England, and whose insanity had now sufficiently 
diminished to allow him, from time to time, to leave the 
house unattended, should take charge of her case in con- 
junction with a medical man of some eminence and great 
experience in the neighbourhood. 

" All Robson's intense family affection was now centred 
in that child, and as the disease progressed his love for her 
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seemed to increase in proportion. All science in the case 
was now evidently hopeless ; but so great was his terror at 
the imminent disaster which was soon to befall him, that he 
refused to believe in its possibility, and sought for assurance 
of his security in his own unfortunate malady. 

" At first, when he found his medicinal appliances useless, 
he naturally applied to his Maker for help and consolation ; 
and never did petitions ascend to the throne of mercy more 
energetically from any individual than from poor Robson. 
Night after night, and the whole night long, his voice could 
be heard raised in prayer for her recovery, and the day he 
spent by her bedside. It was painful to see him when in 
her presence. He would sit by her side and watch her with 
an earnestness which showed the greatest anxiety; while 
each time she looked at him, his face would wear a smile, so 
artificial, that it rather heightened than concealed the feeling 
which he wished to hide from her. 

" The disease still increased, and Robson, when absent 
from her room, became almost frantic. Louder and louder 
each night became his prayers, and more incoherent his 
supplications. At last he imagined that his prayers had 
been heard, and that he had received from Heaven the power 
claimed by mesmerists, of increasing the vital stamina of the 
patient by decreasing their own. He, of course, was not 
without some reason in support of his theory. Over and 
over again it has been found, in mesmeric cures, that as 
the sick person increases in strength that of the mesmerist 
decreases. Day after day Robson would sit by the child's 
bedside, and with his hand on hers, imagine that health was 
being poured into her with the loss to his own. In the 
evening he would appeal to me whether I thought he did 
not look more unwell than he did when he left home in the 
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morning, little imagining that I fully understood his mean- 
ing. Misfortune always comes too soon. I considered 
that the longer I could keep up his delusion the longer I 
could put off the evil day, so I always told him that he 
appeared to me to fall off in health hourly. I now hardly 
know whether I was justified in the course I took ; but, at 
any rate, I intended it for the best. 

" The child got worse, and her death was daily expected ; 
good nursing and scientific treatment alone kept her alive. 
Robson watched her incessantly, and clung to each mo- 
mentary change for the better, as a proof that his treatment 
was benefiting her. As she sank, he proved false even to 
his own theory ; for I detected that he was almost starving 
himself, in order that when he looked in the mirror his 
countenance might appear the more pallid, to extract from 
it the hope that his grandchild's health was the better. 

" The child died. Her death took place suddenly in the 
night, and when Robson was absent, as I dared not allow 
him to sleep out of the asylum. I cannot exactly find out 
how he first heard of it. Most likely it was hearing some 
of the assistants speak of her death when passing his bed- 
room door. In fact, he could not possibly have known it 
by any other means. The morning after her death I was 
sent for to see him. He was then almost in a state of 
coma. He appeared utterly bewildered, as if something 
impossible had occurred, and yet he was certain of the fact. 
He remained speechless in his room for more than a week, 
the servants feeding him by mechanical means. At last he 
appeared to conceive the idea that he himself had expired ; 
that he was ignorant of what was passing upon earth, and 
thereby concealing from himself the fact of his grandchild's 
death. He is now quite incurable, poor fellow; nothing 
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can eradicate the mischief. How long he will remain in 
that melancholy condition it is impossible to say; certain 
it is, that it will only cease with his death. His bodily 
health is good, and he may yet live for many years. But 
certainly, of all distressing cases I have had under my 
control, his is the most so ; nor can I imagine one more 
terrible.** 




CHAPTER XIV. 

A FITTING PUNISHMENT. 

OR most of my companions in misfortune I felt 
great S3niipathy ; but there was one, a Mr. Brown, 
who inspired me with feelings of the strangest 
aversion. Not from anythmg that he did personally to 
offend me ; on the contrary, he always appeared anxious to 
obtain my good opinion, and was on all occasions most 
courteous to me. But there was in the man something so 
alien to my ideas of a gentleman, that in his presence I 
could hardly control my feeling of dislike. His manners 
were a caricature of those of a man of fashion. In dress, 
he was particularly neat, and, wonderful to say, always in 
good taste ; but there was, after all, a certain appearance of 
studied effect about him, which gave him rather the aspect 
of an animated tailor's manikin than of anything else. At 
first sight there was no appearance of insanity about him, 
especially when he was seated ; and when he was walking 
or standing, there was nothing more abnormal to be dis- 
covered than a frequent jerking of one or other of his feet, 
as if to disembarrass himself of something which occasionally 
clung to them. I had noticed it for some time without my 
curiosity being sufficiently excited to ask any questions on 
the subject. One morning, however, when he had joined 
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me in wj walk, die moTcment (whidi I can only ompare 
to the rerene of die spasmodic action, known as the string 
halt in the horse) was particolarlj remarkable. At last, after 
a violent jerk which nearly destrojed his equilibrium, I 
inquired what was die matter with him ? 

^ Those d— — d women are at it again, sir," he said; 
*' thej get worse and worse." 

I pressed for an explanation, and he told me, in a tone of 
voice evidendj intended to excite my pity, that his life was 
rendered miserable by the extiaordinaiy &vour in which he 
was held by all women. By some miraculous power which 
he was unable to account for, they got under the flooring of 
rooms, and into the ground, and were incessantly pulling 
him by the 1^ to obtain his attention. 

I must confess I was completely puzzled at the man's 
infatuation. Although a fop in the highest degree, and 
as such likely to be a favourite with an uninteUectual 
class of women, there was a certain fatuity, a sort of self- 
sufficiency about him. combined with an unmistakable 
impertinence of manner, which, added to a most ignoble 
countenance, would, as far as my humble experience went, 
have made him rather disliked and avoided than otherwise 
by the sex he imagined to be so much attached to him. 

My curiosity being now sufficiently aroused, I applied to 
the doctor for a description of the case, which he willingly 
gave me. 

'' I believe I S3rmpadiise as much as any man with my 
patients," he began, " but for that fellow I have not the 
slightest pity. On the contrary, I consider that there could 
hardly be a more fitting punishment for the contemptible 
little scoundrel than the malady he is labouring under. 
His history is shortly this : — 
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'* His father was a miserly west-^nd tailor, and he was his 
only son. They lived together on a ground-floor in a back 
street; and the old man, after having been many years 
foreman in a first-rate firm, contrived to get together a 
respectable and somewhat numerous class of customers. 
His business being good, his profits considerable, and his 
expenses very small, he managed to accumulate property 
rapidly. He kept no domestic servant, the work of their 
small establishment being done by his wife, who was as 
mean and sordid as her husband himself. 

" It might be imagined that the only son of such a couple 
would have run a good chance of being spoiled by over- 
indulgence. Such, however, was far from being the case. 
From his few workmen, the old man, in general, exacted 
every stitch of labour that the custom of the trade would 
allow him to take ; but had his son been his slave, he could 
not, during his boyhood, have been more tyrannical to him. 

'* The boy grew up, and his father, having bound him 
apprentice to himself,^ continued to exact from him inces- 
sant labour, without other remuneration than finding him in 
board and lodging. This continued till the lad was eighteen, 
when, owing to his expertness at the needle, the father 
found his services too valuable to lose, and consented to 
allow him a few shillings a week for pocket-money. This, 
and more frequent indulgences in the shape of holidays, 
brought on a better feeling between father and son ; in fact, 
in many things their tastes so perfectly agreed, that a good 
understanding was easily brought about between them. 

" Infirmity came upon the mother, which rendered her 
incapable of performing her household duties. This at first 
was a source of grief to the old man, as it necessitated the 
hiring of some one to do the household work, thereby 
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increasing his expenditure (the medical treatment of his 
wife he took upon himself) ; but, fortunately, it happened 
that a widowed sister of his wife had died some few months 
before, leaving an only daughter an orphan, who was now 
fully old enough to obtain her own living. The old man 
now proposed that the girl should do the work of the house 
in return for her board and lodging. This, he said, would 
be an advantageous arrangement for her, as the little 
money her mother had left her (about two hundred pounds) 
was not sufficient to maintain her, though the interest of it 
was ample to keejx her in clothes. The arrangement, also, 
would be beneficial to himself, as he could thus avoid 
paying wages to a servant, and render less painful to himself 
the infliction of his wife's illness. 

" The girl willingly accepted the offer, and next day was 
installed in her new position in the family as half-servant, 
half-relation. She was a quiet, amiable, industrious creature, 
about a year older than young Brown. In appearance, 
she was singularly unattractive, having not only ugly features, 
but a bad complexion. Her mouth was her only redeeming 
feature. It was tolerably well formed, and when open, dis- 
closed a beautiful set of teeth. Being -most willing to oblige, 
and capable of a considerable amount of hard work, it need 
scarcely be said that she was soon as great a favourite with 
her aunt and uncle as it was possible for any one to be.- 

" The old couple kept no society, and the only female 
acquaintance with whom young Brown was on any terms of 
intimacy was his cousin. Ugly as she was, a sort of attach- 
ment sprang up between them, slight enough, perhaps, on 
his part, but warm and sincere on the part of the girl. 

" When the young man was about nineteen years of age, 
his mother died. On that occasion he showed considerable 
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consistency of character. As during her lifetime he had 
never shown her the slightest affection, so, at her death, he 
did not betray the slightest sorrow. It is more than pro- 
bable that he would hardly have taken the trouble to follow 
her to the grave had he not successfully made it the means 
of getting a new suit of mourning from his father. 

" With the father it was different. At his time of life the 
loss of the companion of many years, especially one whose 
natural tastes were so closely assimilated to his own, could 
not occur without being keenly felt. But the old man was 
to a certain extent a philosopher, and brought reason to his 
aid and not m vain. He calculated the loss his feelings had 
sustained by her death, he estimated the amount of fruitless 
money she had latterly cost him, he weighed one item 
against the other, drew a conclusion, and found a moderate 
balance in favour of his love for his wife. This he honestly 
recognised by ordering a funeral, modest enough in itself, 
but liberal in his opinion, and then erecting a respectable- 
looking tombstone to her memory in the graveyard in which 
she was buried. 

"The next few months passed without much occurring 
worthy of notice. The old man began to get infirm in the 
body; but, in proportion, his mind appeared to get shrewder, 
and his temper certainly more avaricious. He began also 
to be jealous of his son's interference in the business. Still 
he could not do without him, so he left the mechanical part 
of it in his hands, while he took upon himself the whole 
control of the books. Of these the son was kept com- 
pletely ignorant. At the same time he was fully aware that 
his father had accumulated a considerable sum of money, 
but as to its amount he could form no idea. The old 
man suspected that his son was desirous to know, and 

T 
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endeavoured to deceive him by occasionally deploring the 
heavy losses he had from time to time sustained, without 
ever specifying the amount or the names of the defaulters, 
and at other times, by expressing his determination to 
leave everything he possessed to an hospital, that being, in 
his opinion, the most useful of all charitable institutions. 

'* If his son had little faith in the first of these statements 
of his father, he had immense respect for the second. He 
knew the old man to be of a most determined and revenge- 
ful character, and, he was equally certain, that he was of 
a most suspicious disposition. He therefore resolved to 
do nothing to make his father more suspicious, but to 
submit without opposition to his meanness and tyranny. 
In the meantime, the attachment between him and his 
cousin continued unabated, both taking good care to con- 
ceal it from the father, being certain as to the way in which 
the irascible old man would receive the intelligence of their 
loves. 

*' About a year after the death of the mother the son was 
thrown on a bed of sickness by an attack of small-pox. The 
disease showed itself in a somewhat severe form, and for 
some time it threatened to end seriously. The old man, to 
do him justice, showed considerable concern, which displayed 
itself by his calling in a physician of eminence to attend his 
son, and never on any of his visits grumbling at the pay- 
ment of the fee. The affection the cousin bore to the 
sufferer showed itself in a different manner. The poor 
girl not only felt deeply for his affliction, but did all in her 
power to alleviate it. Never did a conscientious nurse do 
her duty more nobly. Day and night, whenever her house- 
hold duties would allow her, she was beside the sick-bed. 
Fatigue seemed to have lost its power over her, and sleep 
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seemed too selfish a luxury for her to indulge in. As the 
disease increased in intensity, her sorrow grew greater, and 
her labour more incessant ; and when health promised to 
return, the joy she experienced far more than paid her for 
the terrors and fatigues she had undergone. 

" Health at last did return to the sick man, but sickness 
attacked the healthy girl. The same disease, but in a far 
more severe form, seized her, to the consternation of both 
father and son. They deliberated on the best means of 
assisting her ; resolved, — ^and sent her to the hospital. 

" It must not be imagined that, while the poor girl 
lingered on, the father and son were indifferent to her fate. 
The son sincerely regretted her absence ; for his comforts, 
which it was one of her greatest pleasures to attend to, 
were now comparatively neglected. The father felt her 
absence still more severely ; for the presence of the char- 
woman, who was engaged to perform the girl's duties, con- 
tinually reminded him that she had to be paid, and he 
bitterly lamented the misfortune which had befallen his 
niece. Incessant were the inquiries they made respecting 
her at the hospital, and sincere were their hopes for her 
speedy recovery. 

'' In the meantime the disease ran its course with great 
severity. For some days her life was despaired of; but, 
thanks to a good constitution, she recovered. The first 
time, after the disease had left her, that she glanced at 
her face in a mirror, was a moment of cruel mortification. 
Her face, always far from handsome, was now fearfully 
scarred. Female vanity, that most subtle sophist, could 
not conceal the truth from her. She was hideous, and 
she knew it. A flood of tears was the result of her con- 
viction, and they flowed abundantly. When she became 
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calmer, she began to calculate the effect that her appearance 
would have on her lover. Womanlike, she was determined 
that, if she could not conquer with one weapon, she would 
choose another. She resolved that, by ready attention to his 
wants, by perfect obedience to his every wish, she would, 
if she did not captivate him, at least make him feel kindly 
towards her, and she would endeavour to shut her eyes to 
the rest PeAaps, after all, love might come later. 

*^ At last she left the hospital and returned home. Both 
her uncle and cousin seemed pleased to see her, and ex- 
pressed their feelings — the son perhaps somewhat mdefi- 
nitely, the father more precisely, for he named the equivalent 
of his sorrow for her misfortune by mentioning the sum he 
had had to pay the charwoman. To her great satisfaction, 
neither father nor son made a single observation on her 
altered appearance. She commenced her duties imme- 
diately, and things again went on in their ordinary way. 

" Another year passed over their heads. The old man 
had been visited by a paralytic stroke, from which he only 
partially recovered. Still he would not give up the control 
of the business. His infirmities, however, confined him to 
his room the greater part of the day. Nevertheless, fix)m 
twelve to four daily, he was seated inside the door of his 
shop, to speak to customers as they entered, and to keep 
an eye on the general management After that hour he 
invariably retired to a room which had been taken for him 
on the first floor. By six o'clock he was in bed, and nothing 
more was seen of him till the next day. 

" The attachment between the cousins continued, though 
perhaps somewhat less ardent on the part of the cavalier. 
The same patient anxiety to retain, at any rate, whatever 
portion of his affections he might offer in return for the 
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sincere love she bore him, was observable on her part. But 
a circumstance occurred which considerably increased the 
young man's love for his cousin. She came of age, and the 
two hundred pounds which she had inherited from her 
mother were paid over to her. It was singular how much 
it caused her attractions to increase in his eyes, or rather, 
how blind he became to her personal defects. He was 
naturally ostentatious and fond of display in dress, but 
the miserable stipend paid him by his father gave him 
little opportunity of indulging his tastes. Now it was 
different. His cousin, had he required it, would willingly 
have given him all, even to the last shilling ; but the possi- 
bility of love so disinterested never entered into his imagi- 
nation. He first asked the loan of a few pounds to purchase 
a suit of new clothes. His request was immediately com- 
plied with. Never in her eyes was money better invested 
than when she saw him in them. She eyed him with the 
satisfaction of a sculptor examining the favourite work of 
his chisel when finished. He was certainly well dressed 
and in excellent taste. Having opportunities of frequently 
seeing men of fashion, and knowing more than one foreman 
of first-rate houses who would cut him out, what he called^ 
a tip-top suit of clothes, he contrived to have the appear- 
ance of a gentleman — at all events, when the expression of 
his countenance was not too severely criticised. 

" The success of his clothes developed other expensive 
tastes, of which the theatre was one. From the theatre he 
rose to the opera. From the opera he advanced to the 
race-course, and from the race-course to the gambling-room. 
In this last, he lost nearly a hundred pounds one night. 
I^t justice be done him, he was more than three parts 
intoxicated at the time, or he would never have been 
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guilty of the folly, although he did not object to the 
vice. 

" Immediately after his loss he gave his note of hand, 
payable at sight, for the amount He attempted to get off 
the payment when the bill was presented, on the plea of his 
minority, but the holders threatened to bring the affair under 
the notice of his father, and he had not the courage to meet 
the old man*s anger. In his trouble he again applied to 
his cousin, and again his request was granted, though, at 
the same time, she begged of him never again to gamble. 
He willingly made her the promise she required, and he 
faithfully kept his word. 

" Profuse indeed were his expressions of gratitude, and 
equally solemn were his promises of repayment when his 
father should die and leave him the business. For the 
moment she was somewhat puzzled. 'But then, dear,' 
she said, ' will not all be equally our own when we are 
married ?' He hesitated, but in a moment recovered him- 
self. ' Certainly,* he said, * but this money I shall never 
consider as mine. It shall be yours to do what you like 
with it.' 

*' She had still nearly seventy pounds left, and this she 
spent upon her lover. She received, as interest on her 
capital, the descriptions of the good company he now kept, 
and the manners of the people of fashion with whom, he 
said, he associated, but to whom he was, in reality, 
unknown, even by sight or by name. He dilated on their 
dress and amusements, and, in fact, went through the 
routine of small talk of the kind which creates so much 
interest in the mind of an ignorant girl 

" At last, her liberality to her lover left her penniless ; 
but about the same time the old man died. He was found 
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lifeless in his bed one morning. The behaviour of the son, 
when he realised the event, was quite in keeping with his 
character. Not a tear did he shed ; not an expression of 
regret escaped him. Nothing could be more business-like 
than the behaviour he showed on the occasion. After 
making a shrewd bargain with the undertaker for his father's 
funeral, he put the dead body in his care, with as little feel- 
ing as he would have shown in consigning a bale of goods 
to a carrier. He then called on his father's lawyer, a 
money-lending attorney of second-rate respectability. The 
reception he met with from this gentleman was the first 
gratifying result of his altered position. Nothing could be 
more respectful or obsequious than the attention he re- 
ceived. The parvenu, to the lawyer's satisfaction, accepted 
the cringing courtesy offered to him as his due, and gave 
himself considerable airs of importance. He asked in an 
off-hand way for his father's will. The solicitor replied that 
he certainly had made a will for his deceased client some 
years back. If it were still in existence, it was his duty to 
congratulate his young friend on the inheritance he had 
come into ; still, with the greatest respect to the memory of 
the deceased, he was somewhat of a reserved disposition, 
and had possibly made another since then. It was true 
that he had been for many years the confidential adviser of 
the deceased in all his investments, and he should be very 
happy to give all the information in his power at all times 
when he could be useful. The wary practitioner then 
mystified his new client about the old man's affairs to an 
extent that showed his assistance would be necessary in 
winding up the deceased's estate. After making an offer of 
a loan of money, should the heir be in want of ready cash 
(which offer was immediately accepted), the young fellow 
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lefty promising to consult the solicitor as to every step he 
should take. 

" Although the sum he was to receive was still an un- 
known quantity, the metamorphosis it effected in the manner 
and appearance of the young man was remarkable. Had 
he been accustomed to a fortune all his life, instead of to 
the miserable pay of a journeyman tailor, he could not have 
held laboiu" and its sons in greater contempt. The few 
acquaintances he had, when they called to congratulate him 
on his acquisition, were received with a tone and manner 
which showed that all connection would soon cease between 
them. To his cousin his behaviour also was altered. There 
was now no attempt at affectionate display. Not a spark 
of feeling or of friendship did he show for her ; he treated 
her as he would have treated a domestic who had just 
entered on the service of his house. At first, the poor girl 
was both surprised and hurt at his conduct, but Love is rich 
in excuses, and he soon found out one for her. He showed 
her that a great amount of responsibility had lately been 
thrown upon his hands, and that his mind was too much 
occupied with that, in addition to the loss of his father, to 
allow him to show her the affection he was wont. Flimsy 
as this reasoning was, it was a sufficient consolation to her, 
and she sought for no other. 

" The preparations for the funeral were now completed, 
and they were modest enough in all conscience. The son 
appeared to consider that in one way alone need the outside 
semblance of respect be shown to his father's memory, and 
that was in his own dress, in which he had been most lavish. 
He, however, kept down the expenditure by the utter mean> 
ness of the mourning which he provided for his cousin, 
and which was of the cheapest and coarsest description. 
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When the girl saw the quality of the dress which her cousin 
had procured for her, for the first time in her life she felt 
really angry with him. Her womanly feeling was offended 
at the appearance she made ; and it is more than probable 
that she would have expostulated with him on the subject, 
had not her attention been diverted by the funeral cere- 
mony. The son and the solicitor were the only mourners, 
and neither pretended the slightest sorrow on the occasion. 
The same coldness seemed to have seized the clergyman 
who (really) performed the ceremony. It was hurried over 
without attention or respect, and the two mourners returned 
to the house. The will was then produced and read by the 
solicitor, who had contrived to find it. It was short and 
explicit The testator left every thing to his son, with the 
exception of an annuity to the mother, but she being now 
dead, the young fellow inherited the whold Nothing was 
left to the girl, or in fact to any other individual. 

" A long conversation then took place between the heir 
and the solicitor as to the securities in which his father had 
invested his savings. To his great satisfaction, he found 
they were principally loans on mortgage, or bills on interest, 
with good collateral security; his father having done a 
considerable business as a money-lender at large rates of 
interest. On inquiring the names of his father's debtors, 
young Brown found that there were among them several 
scions of good families, but of indifferent personal reputa- 
tion. He determined in his own mind to make these his 
stepping-stones to get into higher society than he had been 
accustomed to move in. On inquiry, what would probably 
be the gross value of his father's property, he heard, to his 
intense joy, that it could not certainly be less than twenty 
thousand pounds^ so rapidly had the sordid gains of the old 
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tailor accumulated at compound interest under his thrifty 
management 

" The veiy day after the funeral, young Brown left the 
house he had hitherto been accustomed to reside in, and took 
up his quarters in a fashionable hotel. His first idea was 
to get rid of his cousin. For this purpose he consulted his 
friend the solicitor ; as, although unscrupulous enough gene- 
rally, he had an aversion to take the task upon himself. 

" His supple legal friend listened with great attention to 
the recitaL He afterwards expressed his surprise that she 
had received no wages. But his client informed him that 
she was taken into the establishment from a charitable 
feeling on the part of his father and mother, and that she 
would have been utterly destitute without their support 
He dwelt also at considerable length on the kindness they 
showed her during the attack of small-pox, and their good- 
ness in receiving her back again after the loathsome disease 
had terminated. The solicitor advised him that the better 
way would be to give her a small sum of money, say five 
pounds, and send her about her business. This was agreed 

lo readily by Brown, who also wrote a note to her, informing 

« 

her that the solicitor was acting under his instructions, and 
concluded by hoping that she would soon succeed in ob- 
taining another situation. 

** Before starting on his mission, the solicitor instinctively 
perceived that his client had something more to communi- 
cate than he had yet stated ; but that there was some diffi- 
culty, or delicacy, in his broaching the subject. So the 
man of law determined to commence it himself, and asked 
whether there was any other circumstance she would be 
likely to speak of? After a little hesitation, Brown admitted 
that there was; and brought forward, sheepishly enough, 
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the affair of the two hundred pounds. The solicitor listened 
with intense surprise, for he had expected that a totally 
different subject might have been spoken of; but his sur- 
prise was still further increased when he heard his client 
observe, that as he was not of age when the loan was con- 
tracted, he was not legally liable for the repayment, espe- 
cially as the money was not advanced for necessaries. 

" For some moments the solicitor stood utterly aghast 
He had often in the course of his professional career met 
with thoroughly heartless scoundrels, and, had not modesty 
prevented him, he might have enrolled himself among the 
number; but a more despicable one than his interesting 
client he had never seen. At last, however, he broke 
silence. He admitted that his client was right in point of 
law; but that, all things considered, he thought it would 
be better that he should say nothing about the affair, and 
that, if she mentioned it, he had better plead ignorance of 
the transaction. The fact was, that, although his conscience 
generally troubled him very little, he was still a man, and 
as such his feelings naturally revolted at a commission of 
the kind. At the same time, he proposed that Brown should 
go out of town for a week or ten days, to let the affair 
blow over, should the girl ride rusty, as he called it This 
was finally agreed on. The next morning Brown went to 
Brighton, and the solicitor proceeded on his errand. 

" When the solicitor arrived at the house of business, it 
was with some trepidation that he stated the object of his 
visit He foimd the girl calm and collected, but she had 
evidently been crying. The fact was, that, with all her 
willingness to deceive herself, she could not shut her eyes 
to the truth that her lover no longer cared about her ; but 
she had little idea how contemptible was the being on whom 
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she had placed her affections. She received the solicitor's 
communication quietly ; she made no remark on the con- 
tents of the letter ; indeed, had it not been for the rigid 
manner in which she compressed her under-lip, it might 
have been thought she was merely receiving warning in the 
regular way. 

" The solicitor then laid down on the table the five sove- 
reigns, and the ' woman ' broke out. She indignantly pushed 
them back, and then burst into a violent flood of tears. The 
solicitor attempted, with something very like feeling in his 
tone, to calm her, but without success. Calculating, and 
quite correctly, that she would not persist in refiising the 
money, he informed her that she must quit that day, as the 
house would be closed on the morrow. Then taking ad- 
vantage of a fresh burst of sorrow, he left her, thankful that 
his errand was over, and that nothing had been said about 
the two hundred pounds, but more disgusted with his client 
than ever. 

" At the end of a week Mr. Brown returned to London, 
and commenced living, according to his own views on the 
subject, the life of a man of fashion. At first he became 
an object for attack of all those harpies who prey upon the 
wealthy, ignorant, and unwary in the metropolis; but he 
escaped from the whole of them unscathed. True, he had 
inherited a considerable sum of money from his father ; but 
along with it all the old man's shrewdness and selfishness. 
He never by any chance paid more for anything he pur- 
chased than the exact mercantile value ; and, with all his 
airs of extravagance, he was as keen after a good bargain 
in the bill-line as his father himself could have been. A 
broken-down fashionable 'leg' introduced him into a certain 
class of female society, hoping through their means to open 
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the young fellow's purse-strings; but, again, the attempt 
was a failure. He entered willingly enough into company 
of the kind, but completely turned the tables against them. 
His weakest point, that of an intense love of female admi- 
ration, was guarded by his discovery of a still weaker in 
theirs — improvidence and lavish display combined. On 
this he built a system of his own, and became to them a 
sort of professional money-lender. This suited him in every 
way. He never made a pecuniary advance without a good 
collateral security, generally jewellery, and his vanity was 
flattered by the prodigal expressions of affection and esteem 
on the part of his clients, when they wanted a renewal of a 
bill or a further advance. 

** It was not likely that a life like his would go on long 
without obtaining for him a considerable amount of noto- 
riety. Those with whom he came in contact flattered him 
exceedingly ; sometimes indeed so grossly, that his vanity, 
even then, must have almost taken the form of insanity, 
when he did not perceive that he was, to his flatterer, an 
object of ridicule. It need hardly be said that he had not 
one acquaintance of any really respectable standing in 
society, although several had good family names. If the 
former did not associate with him, his notoriety gained him 
their passing attentiorf, and he easily led himself to believe 
their admiration at the same time. His principal desire, 
however, was for the admiration of the fair sex ; and as I 
have already stated, those with whom he generally asso- 
ciated gave him so much of it, that, without any figure of 
speech, it began to act upon his brain. 

" He continued this singular sort of life for some years, 
a slave to his two principal vices — ^vanity and avarice. Both 
appeared to increase as he got older, he receiving servility 
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— often mock — from those who were in his power, and con- 
tempt from all not in his debt His manners were forward 
and impudent in the highest degree towards all women 
without protection (for he was a coward) ; but he restrained 
himself within proper bounds to all others. With men he 
was either servile or domineering, according as they were or 
were not in his power. 

" Some ten years after he had commenced the life of ' a 
man about town/ he was one morning engaged at home 
with his solicitor, with whom he had always kept on terms 
of intimacy. The door of the drawing-room opened, and a 
woman, un-ushered by a servant, entered. How she had 
contrived to get there was a problem, for her appearance 
was not such as to gain her admittance into any house 
beyond the hall, without especial orders. Her clothes 
were scanty, threadbare, and torn. Her face, naturally ill- 
favoured, showed the ravages of sickness and want; and 
she appeared so much exhausted, that she could hardly 
hold herself erect. Brown, though startled at her appear- 
ance, recognised her in -a moment — it was his cousin. 
Annoyed at her presence, he asked her sharply, * What she 
did there ?' 

" She informed him in a faint voice, that she was in great 
distress, and that she had latterly been very ill and a patient 
in the hospital. She went on to say that in her present 
poor condition, and ill-health, she could not obtain employ- 
ment as a servant, and she had called to ask him for a little 
assistance to enable her to start in some small way of 
business, as she feared her strength would never allow her 
to undertake any hard labour again. 

" The time she had occupied in speaking was sufficient to 
allow Brown to recover his presence of mind. He told her 
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abruptly that he had nothing to give her. and ordered her 
never to apply to him again. The poor woman, urged on 
by her necessities, reminded him, that formerly he had 
obtained money from her, and that she hoped he, in his 
turn, would now give her some assistance. 

" Instead of admitting the justice of this most cogent 
argument, which, by-the-bye, annoyed him exceedingly, he 
replied, that he had no remembrance of any transaction of 
the kind. If she had any claim upon him, she could apply 
in office hours at the office of his solicitor, who would act 
for him on the occasion. He believed, however, that she 
would not get much by the move, as, according to her own 
statement, he was not of age at the time, and the debt, if 
there ever was such, was long since barred by the statute of 
limitations. 

" The poor woman, still in the same mild tone, replied 
that she made no claim ; it was only to his charitable feeling 
that she appealed. 

"The wretch coarsely replied, 'that he never gave to 
beggars.* « 

" This remark acted powerfully both on the woman and 
the solicitor. The latter, although disgusted at .his client's 
behaviour, had just received instructions from him to com- 
mence proceedings, which promised to be lucrative, against 
a debtor, and had turned his face to the window that its 
expression might not be seen. He now turned rapidly 
round with an involuntary movement to protest against the 
remark. The woman, however, required no abettor. She 
drew her frail form up to its full height, and answered her 
cousin only by a look — ^but such a look ! The change that 
in a moment had taken place in her ill-favoured countenance 
was wonderful ; all notice of her features was lost in the 



288 SHIRLEY HALL ASYLUM. 

expression of her face. The look of a loving woman and 
of an avenging angel were combined. The quivering lip told 
the mortal; the stem, open, and commanding eye, the 
spirit. There was nothing fierce in it ; it was rather the 
stem coldness of offended justice. There was in it no 
threat, but a direct certainty of retribution, which nothing 
could avoid. 

" The words the solicitor was about to utter died on his 
lips. Even his client was moved, and as the speechless 
woman turned towards the door, he said to her — 

" * I wish always to act honourably and handsomely to 
you. If you can obtain a situation, I am perfectly ready to 
give you an excellent character.* 

" The woman left, and I have heard nothing more of her. 
1 told you, I think, some time since, that I believed the 
direct judgment of heaven fell oftener on sinners in this 
world than is generally imagined. This man's fate is, in 
my opinion, a case in point. Although no perceptible 
effect was produced on the mind of the sordid wretch by the 
woman's visit, all annoyance it had occasioned had perhaps 
vanished before the lapse of an hour, yet his insanity began 
to develop itself immediately afterwards. I am the more 
inclined to believe this, from the fact that his particular 
form of mania appeared as an exaggeration of his par- 
ticularly prominent vices. His vanity increased till he 
thought himself something more than mortal, yet his natural 
meanness of disposition, which still dung to him, saved him 
from ruin, by circumscribing his attempts at exhibiting his 
self-importance. I do not know in what manner, or by 
whose application, the statute of lunacy was obtained, but 
the result was, that he was placed here under my care. Of 
course, I had no voice in the matter, or he would not have 
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remained here a day ; but here he is, and I cannot afford 
to disobey my orders. Had I my own will, he would not 
remain here a week longer, for I assure you his presence is 
a source of continual annoyance to me." 

Long before the doctor had concluded the narrative, my 
aversion to the fellow was as great as his own. For some 
time I avoided him on all possible occasipns ; but, as he 
continued to thrust his society on me, I began to wish I 
could find some means of punishing him for the annoyance 
he gave me. At last an opportunity presented itself ; but 
as the principal actor in my scheme of vengeance was also 
a remarkable character, 1 must crave the reader's permission 
to introduce her somewhat particularly. 

Before the doctor accepted the appointment of superin- 
tendent of Shirley Hall, he was assistant physician in a 
large pauper lunatic asylum. Among his patients was a 
woman who had been a cook, and a skilled one too, in a 
gentleman's family. Dinah Searle, for that was her name, 
unlike most cooks, who are reported to occupy their leisure 
hours in making up caps, to improve her mind, spent hers 
in reading novels, and had thereby increased her somewhat 
romantic disposition, till she made it utterly ridiculous. 
Dinah, although without any personal attractions, considered 
herself a most lovable creature, and fondly imagined that 
men were continually falling victims to her charms. At the 
same time, she never encouraged their advances, her heart 
having been engaged, while yet very young, by a most 
amiable and talented man, who, however, from his superior 
position to hers, was unable to make her his wife. Whether 
this gentleman ever existed, or was altogether a mythical off- 
spring of her imagination, it is impossible to say ; but most 
probably the latter suggestion is ihe correct one, as she 

u 
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occasionally hinted that he was a '' gallant officer." That 
Dinah, in her time (she was now considerably past forty) 
had received several offers of marriage from divers respect- 
able men is certain, and it is equally certain that she had 
refused them all, rather than break her faith to the real or 
ideal object of her affections. But in rejecting the offers 
made to her, it must not be imagined that it occasioned her 
no pain — ou the contrary, she used to say that she felt 
bitterly the grievous disappointment she had occasioned to 
so many worthy men, but still she continoed inflexible in 
her pledge to her only love. 

Unfortunately, after a time, Dinah had made so many 
worthy men unhappy, and it preyed so heavily on her 
spirits, that she was obliged to seek for consolation, and she 
found it She also fancied herself weakly — ^most cooks do 
— and she was advised to have great faith in beer, which 
would do more to strengthen her than all the doctor's stuff 
in the world. She tried it, and found it answer admirably. 
She commenced with a pint daily, which she increased to a 
quart, and that again to three pints — ^in fact, she was obliged 
to do it, as she said, the heat of the fire having such an 
effect on her in her delicate health; Occasionally she had 
considerable difficulty in obtaining the quantity of beer she 
required, but she found that gin might be used as a 
substitute with equal effect. At last, she confined herself 
principally to gin, as it was far more easy of transport and 
concealment than beer. To conclude, what with gin and 
beer, love and the heat of the fire, all combined, poor 
'Dinah*s brains began to give way, and she became a patient 
of the doctor's. 

Thanks to his skill and care, she recovered to a great 
degree, and the cure promised to be permanent if she could 
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only be kept from drink. When the doctor came to Shirley 
Hail, he brought Dinah with him, and the place was ad- 
mirably suited for her, as no beer nor spirits were allowed 
on the premises, and she was, therefore, in a great degree, 
free from temptation. In her new situation, as under cook, 
she did her duty well and conscientiously. She still retained 
her affection for her old love, but she also imagined that 
another most worthy and honourable man admired her, and 
wished to marry her. As, however, she could not give him 
the heart in return, she refused to listen to his addresses. 
Who this gentleman was nobody knew, and the absurdity 
was the greater, as she never received any letters. The 
doctor considered her present admirer as a harmless phase 
of her insanity, and he let it take its course. It gave, in 
fact, very little trouble. Her low spirits at being obliged 
to refuse the worthy man, came on occasionally, three or 
four times a year, and increased in intensity daily for a 
week or ten days, when they culminated in a violent fit of 
hysterics, after which she became calm and contented, and 
continued so for some months, when the low spirits again 
attacked her, and again vanished after another hysterical 
fit. Every one was used to it, and it excited no comment 

After a little consideration, I determined, if possible, to 
make Dinah believe that Mr. Brown was the estimable man 
at present in love with her, but whose love she could not 
return. To accomplish this I wanted a coadjutor. As 
neither myself nor any man in the establishment had suffi- 
cient opportunity of conversing with Dinah, so as to fairly 
introduce the subject to her, I determined on applying to 
Mme. Reumont, whose case I have already described, for 
assistance. I, however, experienced considerable difficulty. 
I unfortunately chose a moment for making my application 
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when the spirit of Xerxes was strong within her. The pro- 
position gave great offence to the dignity of the eastern 
despot, and the idea of entering into the love afiairs of a 
supplementary cook in a lunatic asylum was received with 
e^-ery mark of disapprobation* On my again bringing the 
subject before her, I obtained a more patient hearing. I 
soon found that the feeling of womanhood ^-as latent in the 
ex-govemess. After having narrated to her the history of 
Mr. Brown, as the doctor had told it to me, the satisfaction 
to be obtained by resenting the insult offered to her sex 
was so great, that at last she consented to take part in the 
conspiracy. It was then resolved that she should work 
upon the credulity o( Dinah, and that my task should be to 
excite the amorous susceptibilities of Mr. Brown, by inform- 
ing him that no man had ever been able to make a conquest 
of Dinah's heart. 

Whether Mme. Reumont possessed more tact than I did, 
or whether Dinah s credulity was more easily acted upon 
that Mr. Brown's, I know not, but certainly my sister 
conspirator succeeded far more rapidly than I did. I en- 
deavoured, by every opportunity in my power, to draw him 
out on the subject of his female conquests ; and, as far as 
that went, I had nothing to complain of; but the moment 
I endeavoured to pique his curiosity about Dinah, and defy 
him to captivate her, he appeared to take no interest in the 
matter whatever. " Za^or improbm vincit omnia*^ I per- 
severed, and at last succeeded. I accomplished this, however, 
by somewhat changing my tactics, and Brown determined 
on trying to captivate her, solely for the purpose of making 
her ridiculous. With this charitable intent he commenced 
operations. He took every opportunity of peering into the 
kitchen, of meeting her as if accidentally, and then making 
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the most tender eyes at her, and other little stratagems, 
such as he believed to be irresistible. Mme. Reumont, on 
her side, kept up the game admirably. She begged of 
Dinah not to listen to his advances, for, though respectable, 
he was a most dangerous man. This, of course, excited 
Dinah's curiosity, although she was without danger, as far 
as the possibility of his making any impression on her heart 
went. 

Although Dinah resolutely determined on being true to 
her first love, she resolved to examine a little more closely 
her new conquest, and to judge for herself, whether he was 
or was not the irresistible personage Mme. Reumont had 
painted him. With this intent she more than once purposely 
passed him in the garden or on the stairs. On each occasion 
he cast on her his most impassioned glances, while she, in 
return, looked at him with a plaintive, half-reproachful ex- 
pression of countenance, which was intended to show him 
the pain that his advances cost her. 

It is proverbially difficult to play with fire and not be 
burned, and it appeared to be Mr. Brown's fate to prove 
the truth of the proverb. By degrees I found that the 
strong expressions of contempt he at first made use of, 
vanished, and others, by no means uncomplimentary to 
Dinah, came to supply their place. On these occasions 
I always attempted to add fuel to the fire, by assuring him 
that all his blandishments were in vain, and that the man 
who could make Dinah false to her first love, must possess far 
greater attractions than could be found in his person, great 
as they might be. 

These deprecatory remarks, I soon found, did not pass 
without their effect. He seemed to wince under them, and 
a certain conceited jerk of the head he gave when he heard 
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them, showed it was his intention to prove that I had 
underrated him. The flirtation grew warmer and warmer, 
and the accidental meetings between Dinah and her admirer 
more frequent. It was also clear to me that he was really 
falling in love with her, and the remarks he used to make 
to me about her proved it. 

" He had never," he said, " in his life met with so much 
virtue and fidelity in woman, and he admired her the more 
for it, rake as he was." Although not handsome, he ad- 
mitted that there was a beauty of expression in her coun- 
tenance such as was seldom met with, and with him that 
went further than regularity of feature ; but, above all, it 
was the difficulty of success he experienced that he admired 
most in her. ** In all my love affairs together," he told 
me with an air of perfect fatuity, '* I have not found half the 
resistance I have found in that girl.'* 

The reader must not imagine the slightest injury was 
being done to Dinah's feelings in carrying out our plot; 
nothing could have been further from the intention of either 
Mme. Reumont or myself. There was not the slightest 
probability of her affections being entrapped by the detest- 
able little dandy. If the truth were really to be told, 
instead of Dinah's feelings suffering, the affair was one of 
triumph to her, notwithstanding the pain that she said she 
felt in being obliged to refuse so estimable a man. I doubt 
myself Aether there was any love episode in her life that, 
in reality, gave her greater satisfaction ; and her pretended 
sorrow at the disappointment she was occasioning was 
sheer hypocrisy. 

As things were evidently approaching a climax, I took 
an opportunity of having a lengthened interview with 
Mme. Reumont, so as to discuss the subject at our leisure. 
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and definitely to decide on a plan of action. For some 
time we argued whether we ought to make the doctor a 
partner in our conspiracy or not. Mme. Reumont at first 
strongly objected to it, thinking that the man of science 
would consider it derogatory to be mixed up in any plot of 
the kind. At last, however, I was able to overcome her 
objection. I so well knew the doctor's deep-rooted anti- 
pathy to Brown that I felt assured we should have both his 
countenance and assistance. We next resolved that a 
meeting between the dandy and Dinah should take place, 
so as to allow him to plead his passion without impedi- 
ment, and also to give Dinah an opportunity of personally 
declining the honour offered her. On Mme. Reumont was 
thrown the onus of getting Dinah to consent to a meeting, 
should Brown propose one, and it was to be my duty to 
persuade her admirer to apply for an interview. On the 
doctor I proposed to throw the task of selecting time and 

place. 

Although I had expressed to Mme. Reumont my belief 
that the doctor would readily assist us, I must confess I had 
my doubts on the subject when it came to the point. He 
listened with great good humour to the suggestion, but for 
some time he appeared undecided. At last he gave way. 

" With all my wish to maintain my professional dignity 
in the establishment," he said, laughing, " the temptation 
of seeing that contemptible wretch make a greater fool of 
himself than usual, is too great to be resisted. I will assist 
you as far as I can, if you will tell me what your plans are." 

I explained to him that we wished to contrive a meeting 
in such a spot that we could witness it without being ob- 
served, but that it was impossible for us to accomplish it 
without his assistance. 
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'' You shall have it with pleasure, on the condition that 
you keep my agency in the matter a secret, for I should 
not like the other patients to know anything about it. I 
think it might be managed in this manner. On the day 
you determine for the meeting, I will take steps to keep the 
other patients from the north-eastern part of the grounds. 
The meeting had better take place there, for we can place 
ourselves in the shrubbery, and witness all that takes place 
without being seen." 

I promised the doctor to follow his instructions to the 
letter, and we parted. 

As soon as I had obtained his promise to assist us, I 
began to break ground as cautiously as I could with Mr. 
Brown, in order to induce him to write to Dinah proposing 
a meeting. My task turned out a far easier one than I had 
imagined. The love he had conceived for Dinah had in- 
creased so much from the opposition she had shown to 
him, that he was now ready for almost any folly. 

The letter was written, and he took the opportunity of 
placing it in Dinah's hand, as she one day passed him on 
the staircase. It contained an earnest praye;r, on his part, 
for her to meet him, mentioning the spot the doctor had 
selected, and which I had proposed as an idea of my own. 

Mme. Reumont, on her part, had little difficulty in per- 
suading Dinah to attend the meeting. The only request 
she made was that it might be put off for a week. She 
gave no reason for the required delay, but the fact was, she 
determined on making some extraordinary toilet prepara- 
tions ; for, although she was resolutely determined on refus- 
ing her admirer, her pride would only allow her to make him 
fully aware how attractive a personage she was, when she 
had paid proper attention to her costume. To make the 
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effect the more striking, she took care to avoid meeting 
him durifag the interval, and the anxiety of her lover to 
behold her became in consequence almost insupportable. 

The evening arrived for the interview, and a lovely one 
it was. It seemed perfectly suited for a meeting of the 
kind. The spot chosen also was everything which could 
be desired. It was at the extremity of a thick avenue of 
shrubs, terminating on a lovely green sward. The doctor 
had invited an intimate friend of his to drink tea at the 
asylum. This gentleman was an admirable musician, both 
as a singer and player. The doctor had partly informed 
him of our plot, and had requested him to begin his per- 
formance immediately after the tea was over, being perfectly 
sure the whol^ of the patients would remain to hear him 
with the exception of Mr. Brown and Mme. Reumont. As 
soon as the singing commenced, the doctor left and joined 
Mme. Reumont and myself. We placed ourselves among 
the shrubs, in such a position as enabled us to see all that 
passed, while at the same time we were out of earshot. 

Brown was the first at the place of appointment. In 
dress he was resplendent. There was not an article on 
which he had not bestowed the greatest care. His hat and 
boots were of the glossiest, and his gloves fitted him with 
the utmost exactness. His jewellery was displayed to the 
greatest advantage, and his linen was of dazzling whiteness. 
He carried in his hand a dress cane, and to complete his 
seductive appearance, he had an eye-glass stuck in his eye. 
He walked up and down impatiently, every now and then 
giving a jerk of his leg, for his unseen female tormentors 
would allow him no rest even then. 

At last Dinah made her appearance. To describe her 
dress, and do it justice would be impossible ; it was simply. 
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in her idea, overwhelming. True, to the keen eye of a 
female critic, her garments might have been thought not to 
fit her as correctly as ladies generally consider desirable, but 
the combination of colours was most striking. Her bonnet 
was somewhat out of shape, it is true, but the quantity of 
flowers and ribbons upon it to a great degree concealed the 
defect. Where she had obtained them it was impossible to 
say : there were more on her sole person at the moment 
than the whole establishment was imagined to contain. 
Her style of walking on the occasion was also peculiar. 
There was an amount of resolution in her step, which 
betokened that she was determinately set on some point 
she wished to carry out, yet this was somewhat toned down 
by a certain modesty of manner which, truth to say, did 
not seem perfectly natural. Altogether her appearance re- 
sembled, in a most extraordinary degree, the lady who 
comes on the stage in a pantomime for the sole purpose of 
being knocked down by the clown. 

As Dinah approached Mr. Brown, the affected modesty 
of her demeanour increased; whilst he, on the contrary, 
assumed a more cajoling and conquering air. For the 
moment, his invisible tormentors seemed to have left him 
in peace. When he met Dinah he immediately put on one 
of his most irresistible glances, and attempted to take her 
hand. This, by her pantomime, she resolutely declined. 
He then appeared to commence some powerful reasoning, 
to which she evidently listened with attention, replying 
however, occasionally, with a mournful shake of the head. 
He was then silent for a moment as if waiting for an answer, 
but not receiving it, he succeeded in seizing her hand 
which he attempted to raise to his lips. At the same 
instant, as if the patience of his tormentors could restrain 
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itself no longer, he gave so violent a jerk with his leg, that 
it resembled in strength the kick of a horse. Whatever 
might have been the intention of his fair unseen admirers 
or enemies, it certainly had the effect of making him drop 
the hand of Dinah. 

He now commenced his courtship with words alone. 
But the jealousy of his unseen tormentors seemed to have 
been completely aroused, for all the time he was speaking 
he kept up the jerking movement without cessation. Dinah 
still appeared to say little, but she looked at him in a most 
imploring manner. To add force to the few words she 
uttered, she at last placed her two hands together a^ if 
supplicating his silence, when he, as if to make his per- 
suasion doubly strong, attempted to press her raised hands 
between his own. No sooner was the contact complete, 
than he gave a spring which raised him completely from 
the ground. It seemed as if the jealous unseen fair were 
not simply content with attracting his attention, but by 
some cruel feminine artifice had contrived to inflict on him 
considerable pain also. Dinah seemed astonished at his 
behaviour, and the expression of her countenance fully 
betrayed it. He attempted to distract her attention by 
fresh advances, but the 'spasmodic movement in his legs 
became worse than ever. Dinah now appeared to be 
alarmed, and, possibly to make herself more interesting in 
his eyes, she gave intimation of the approach of a hysterical 
fit Brown, thinking she was on the point of falling, at- 
tempted to support her in his arms, but his antics became 
worse than ever. They went on without ceasing. He 
appeared at last utterly incapable of restraining himself, 
and his movements were so violent that he looked like one 
of those card-board figures made to amuse children, the 
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legs of which jerk when a string is pulled. To such a 
degree, in fact, did he cany his antics, fhat the doctor 
thought it necessary to put an end to the scene. 

" My dear Mr. Brown," he called out, " what is the 
matter with you ?" 

In an instant Dinah's hysterical symptoms vanished, and 
she rapidly disappeared among the shrubs. The doctor 
now advanced. Brown appeared completely exhausted, 
and so the doctor offered his arm to conduct him to the 
house ; but Mme. Reumont and myself thought it better 
not to make our appearance. 

The next day I asked Brown what success he had had. 
He told me he should have succeeded perfectly, had it not 
beeji for the unfortunate appearance of the doctor. I ad- 
vised him to try again, and he promised me he would. 
Each time he endeavoured to meet Dinah, his antics re- 
commenced, and when at last he gave up his attempts upon 
her heart, so completely was his mind imbued with the 
thought of his involuntary dance, that he could not restrain 
himself, but commenced it whenever he saw her. So that 
whenever he annoyed me, I had only, by some stratagem, 
to bring him within the sphere of Dinah's influence, to in- 
flict on him a fitting punishment. 




CHAPTER XV. 

MEMORY IN MADNESS. 

HEN I was one morning taking my accustomed 
constitutional walk in the grounds, I saw the door 
of communication in the wall between the two 
establishments open. A singular-looking being, fantastically 
dressed, and accompanied by a keeper, entered, and made 
towards the house. He was a tall, thin, emaciated man, of 
about forty years of age. His face was pale, apparently 
more from privation than from ill-health, and his form was 
bent as if from weakness rather than from age. Though at 
first sight his appearanaxxcited my sympathy, on a second 
glance, a good deal of his weakness appeared more simu- 
lated than real. ^ He was dressed in a loose suit of dark- 
brown cloth, and his long coat seemed cut so as to have 
something of the look of a mendicant friar's frock. It 
was torn and ragged in several places, although the rents 
seemed, from their shape and position, to have been pur- 
posely made, rather than to be the effect of long wear or 
accident. On his breast he wore a large white paper cross 
pinned carefully on, and his whole appearance, as he moved 
slowly along, with his eyes bent upon the ground, gave the 
impression of a caricature of one of the pictured saints or 
pilgrims of the Roman Catholic Church. As he passed me 



302 SHIRLEY HALL ASYLUM. 

he made a low and very humble obeisance, and for which 
compliment I was somewhat puzzled what return to make. 
He went into the house, where he remained for perhaps 
half an hour, and he then returned with his keeper to his 
old quarters. Shortly afterwards, a gentlemanly middle- 
aged man left the house in company with the doctor, who 
accompanied him to the gate. 

When the stranger had taken his leave, and the doctor 
was returning to the house, I accosted him, and inquired 
about the singular creature who had made such an extra- 
ordinary appearance. He briefly replied that the poor 
fellow was a religious monomaniac ; that in his younger days 
he had turned from the Protestant faith, in which he had 
been brought up, and became a Roman Catholic ; and that he 
appeared to have been early imbued with some of the ultra 
doctrines of that creed, which had increased till insanity 
had developed itself. He was now not only an incurable 
lunatic, but the terrible attribute which so frequently at- 
tends religious monomania, a suicidal tendency, was also 
an element in his case. He had several times attempted to 
destroy himself, and it was now necessary to watch him 
night and day. The doctor added that he had been placed 
by his friends in the Asylum, and everything would be done 
which 'could be done to ameliorate so hopeless a case. 
" As you appear to take an interest in cases of the kind," 
continued Dr. Meadows, "and would like to know more 
about the poor fellow, I shall be happy to give you a sketch 
of his life. His history is a very singular one, at least as 
far as his malady is concerned. I have had much experi- 
ence in cases of insanity, as you are aware, but one more 
extraordinary than his I never met with." I willingly ac- 
cepted the doctor's offer, and a few days afterwards, he 
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took the opportunity of relating to me the following nar- 
rative : — 

" Mr. Watkins, the father of the poor fellow you saw, was 
for many years British vice-consul, or rather consular-agent, 
at one of the smaller Italian seaports. His wife was an 
Englishwoman, a good, clever creature, who religiously 
brought up her family, which consisted of two sons, during 
their early childhood, according to the tenets of the Church 
of England, of which both she and her husband were at- 
tached members. As her children grew older, her influence 
over them naturally lessened. When the elder was about 
twelve years of age, and the younger ten, they were taken 
from her charge and sent to the public school of the town 
in which they were living, there to receive the best instruc- 
tion that institution afiforded, Mr. Watkins's time being too 
much occupied for him to instruct them himself, and 
his income being too limited to allow him to procure an 
English tutor for them. An understanding was, however, 
entered into with the head of the establishment that the 
religious creed of the two boys should in no way be tam- 
pered with ; and a promise was also given on the part of 
Mr. Watkins, that his sons should abstain from showing the 
slightest disrespect to the Roman Catholic faith in the 
presence of their fellow-pupils, either by act or speech. 
Although now generally no longer under her tuition, Mrs. 
Watkins continued the spiritual guidance of her sons, a 
task which she accomplished both with zeal and ability. 

"The boys continued at school for two years without 
anything occurring worthy of notice. Naturally talented, 
they had made good use of the opportunities afiforded them 
by their teachers. They were excellent French and Italian 
scholars; and although their accent in the classics might 
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have been strongly condemned by an Oxford or Cambridge 
tutor, they knew far more of Latin and Greek than is 
usually found among lads of their age at an Italian uni- 
versity. 

" At the end of the second year, however, a circumstance 
was brought under the notice of Mrs. Watkins, which 
caused both her and her husband the greatest uneasiness. 
Although the head of the college had religiously kept his 
promise of non-interference with the religious creed of his 
English pupils, the conduct of one of his subordinates had 
been far less honourable. The elder boy did not fall under 
the same influence as his brother, he being in a higher 
class ; but the younger, a lad of a very melancholy and 
sedate temperament, had unfortunately had for an instructor 
a bigoted creature, who carried to an extraordinary pitch 
the reputed doctrine of Jesuitism, and considered that it 
would be a work of grace to put honour on one side, and 
win the heretic to the bosom of the Catholic Church. How 
far he succeeded with the boy it is difficult to say. It is, 
however, certain that by the time Mrs. Watkins's attention 
was called to the fact, the respect her son had had for 
the faith in which he had been reared was considerably 
diminished, and, as might naturally be expected under such 
a tutor, his tendency towards the Roman Catholic creed 
had increased in proportion. 

" No sooner was this discovery made than the boys were 
removed from the school. William, the elder, a remarkably 
clever and amiable youth, was taken into the office of his 
father, who, beyond his official capacity, acted as agent for 
an eminent English mercantile firm engaged in the Italian 
trade. The younger, though nominally employed in the 
counting-house, remained principally in the society of his 
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mother, there being hardly occupation enough for both sons, 
and the boy himself having little disposition for business. 

" Mrs. Watkins soon perceived that matters were very 
little mended with her younger son by his being withdrawn 
from school. While there, the attack upon his religion, 
though made in an insidious manner, was tempered with 
some apparent regard to the wishes of his parents ; but now 
that he was no longer controlled by the authority of the 
principal of the collie, the attempt to convert him was 
carried on openly and defiantly. Mrs. Watkins tried to 
counteract the evil to the fullest extent in her power, but 
unfortunately that fell far short of what was required. It 
was impossible for her to keep a youth of his age at home 
all day; and when absent from her, he was always to be 
found either in a church or in the company of an ecclesiastic. 
His father attempted to interpose his authority, and to pro- 
hibit his visits to the churches and the society of the 
priests ; but their doctrines had already taken root, and the 
boy quietly, but firmly, replied, that he considered his duty 
to God to be superior to that which he owed his parents. 
His father, greatly troubled, feared to carry out his intention 
of further remonstrance, lest he might drive him immediately 
to enter the Catholic Church, and thus destroy the slight 
probability left of his son's still remaining a Protestant. 

"Another circumstance for a moment distracted the 
attention of the parents from the dreaded conversion of their 
son to the Church of Rome. A sister of Mrs. Watkins*s, to 
whom she was strongly attached (a widow with one daughter, 
a girl about fourteen years of age), had lately been visited 
by symptoms of consumption, and had been advised to try 
the air of a warmer climate to stop the progress of the 
disease. As she was in poor circumstances, her husband 

X 
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having been a lieutenant in a line regiment, with little more 
than his pay to depend on, Mrs. Watkins hastened to invite 
her sister to take up her residence with them, and the invi- 
tation was readily accepted. 

'* Mrs. Watkins received her sister with great affection, but 
with little pleasure. Great as was her natural joy at seeing 
one whom she loved so fondly, it was more than neutralised 
by the sorrow she felt at observing her altered appearance. 
The seal of death was already on her brow, and it needed 
no scientific dictum to prove that the case was hopeless. 
The daughter, an amiable little girl of about fourteen, of no 
great beauty, seemed to be instinctively aware of the misery 
which hung over her, but which she did not even dare to 
whisper to herself. All the preparations which the some- 
what deficient arrangements of an Italian house permitted, 
Mrs. Watkins made for her sister; and the long descent, 
which diseases of the kind make in their path to the grave, 
promised to be as easy as the melancholy circumstances of 
the case would allow. 

'' The winter passed, and Mrs. Moigan, though greatly 
reduced in strength, was still alive ; but the return of spring 
brought about one of those deceptive promises of recovery 
which characterise the disease, raising the hope of the anxious 
relatives, and then unpityingly crushing them. In the mean- 
time, things had gone on quietly in Mr. Watkins's own family. 
During the last year his sons had changed little in manner, 
but greatly in appearance. In this respect, William, the 
elder, had wonderfully improved. He was tall, well made, 
and altogether a very handsome young fellow. There was 
an open, candid expression in his countenance which parti- 
cularly attracted the attention of those who were introduced 
to him. Although without the excessive civility, or rather 
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servility, of Italian good breeding, his manners were far 
more unabashed and courteous than is generally met with 
in £nglish lads of his age. His father was justly proud of 
him. It was singular, however, to mark his conduct when 
any one was speaking favourably of the lad, and the affected 
modesty of manner in which he would then express his satis- 
faction at his son's conduct. * He was a very good lad,' he 
was happy to say, ' and that was sufficient His good looks 
might be taken from him at any time ; the accident of a 
moment, or a fit of illness, might destroy them all ; but with 
integrity and industry, combined with religious and moral 
principles, he might obtain respect and affluence in this 
world, and eternal happiness in the next.' All this he 
would say with an abnegation of pride in his boy so faint 
and so artificial, that the most casual observer could have 
seen through it. With the mother it was different. Her 
pride in her son brooked no artifice. She spoke of him as 
she loved him — as something more than human. When she 
heard him favourably mentioned, her eye would light up 
with pleasure ; and no matter how high might be the com- 
pliment paid him, her ready speech supplemented the state- 
ment with still higher praise. 

" The younger son, without being plain, was still very far 
from handsome. His features were regular, almost feminine 
in their regularity; but he had a downcast expression, a 
want of sincerity, which pierced through his courtesy, and 
displeased, or at any rate made every one doubt the truth 
of his professions. His father he obeyed, though with a 
peculiarity of manner which showed that he was doing it 
only from a sense of duty, and that the instant he should 
consider a higher duty to be paramount he would be no 
longer obedient. Even in his respect for his fiither there 
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appeared a certain element of dislike. Mr. Watkins behaved 
to him, however, with uniform kindness ; and if, as might 
naturally be expected; William was his favourite, he con- 
cealed the preference in a manner impossible of detection. 
To his mother, Edmond behaved as if he really loved her. 
He was obedient to her in all things which did not touch 
upon religion. He was attentive to her wants, and generally 
showed towards her an amount of affection which those who 
knew him in his other relations of life would hardly have 
believed to be possible. 

** Wmter came on again, and Mrs. Moigan sank under its 
influence. Mrs. Watkins severely felt the loss of her sister. 
She was the last left to her of a numerous family, and the 
love she bore her was intense. Silently, and by night, the 
corpse of her much-loved relative was placed in the grave ; 
but long her spirit seemed to dwell in the home of those so 
warmly attached to her, and by whom she had been so 
tenderly cherished. 

" She, however, left one behind her whose fate seemed 
greatly to be pitied. This was the young girl, Emma. 
Without sufficient education to enable her to maintain her- 
self as a teacher, even if her age would have, allowed her to 
teach, without the strength of constitution needful for a 
milliner or shopwoman, and without a shilling in the world 
which she could call her own — for her mother's small an- 
nuity died with her— a being more helpless and destitute 
could hardly be found. Fortunately she was left in the 
hands of those who sympathised with her, and who were 
determined to assist her to the utmost of their power. 
Mr. Watkins's first care was to instruct her in some accom- 
plishment which would put in her hands the means of sub- 
sistence. Emma had naturally a sweet voice, though without 
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much power, and likewise a good ear for music. Teachers 
of music are easily obtained in Italy, and Mr. Watkins*s 
first care was to find her a good master. Both Mr. and 
Mrs. Watkins spoke Italian fluently, and they soon grounded 
the girl in the grammar of that language. Emma was both 
quick and willing, and having ample opportunities of con- 
versing in the language, she soon made progress. French 
she already knew well, for she had resided with her mother' 
for some years in France, and a little attention to the gram- 
matical part of the language soon made her able not only to 
converse with propriety, but also to write it correctly and 
elegantly. Mrs. Watkins also imparted to her as well as 
she was able the elements of the history of her own country, 
while Mr. Watkins taught her the necessary rules of arith- 
metic, by all of which Emma profited so rapidly as to pro- 
mise in a few years, if her health would permit, to be able 
to obtain an honourable livelihood as a governess. 

" All things now went on favourably enough for the next 
two years, when one of those tremendous calamities which 
occasionally destroy in a few days the hopes and exertions 
of years, overtook the Watkins family. The cholera had 
broken out in the town, and though it made its first visits to 
the dirtiest and poorest parts, the cases had been so rapid and 
so fatal as to prove that the disease had made its appearance 
in its most virulent and terrible form. The impunity which 
at first the wealthy appeared to enjoy from its attacks 
brought on an amount of indifference to the danger which 
hung over them, and which in a few days plunged many of 
the most respectable families in the greatest distress, and 
amongst others that of the Watkins. Mr. Watkins had 
experienced for a few days a slight premonitory attack 
which he had neglected, less perhaps from indifference than 
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from ignorance, the disease being then comparatively 
unknown in Europe. Collapse came on without an hour's 
notice, and in spite of all the remedies used to rally him, 
the next day he was a corpse. 

''It would be impossible to describe the grief of the 
family at this terrible blow. Sorrow at his loss for the 
moment closed their eyes to all other considerations. All 
grieved greatly for him, for he was sincerely beloved by all, 
but the sorrow of his widow was overwhelming. William 
and Emma were unremitting in their attentions to her, 
concealing as much as possible their own sorrow, with a 
view to mitigate hers. 

** The conduct of the youriger son was of a very different 
description. He certainly showed great sympathy for his 
mother, and wept when he saw her weep, but the loss of 
his father he appeared to feel but little. When his mother 
spoke of the hope of again meeting her husband in heaven, 
he would turn away his head to conceal a frown. He evi- 
dently allowed his dislike to the heretic to drown the love 
which he owed the father. More than once he endeavoured 
to persuade his mother, when her grief appeared inconsol- 
able, to allow him to introduce to her a Catholic priest, but 
he received on these occasions a refusal so direct, that it 
would have deterred any one, not actuated by religious 
zeal, from repeating the demand. Finding that she so reso- 
lutely refused the consolation he offered her, he spent his 
days in prayer in the churches, and left the care of his 
mother and the entire management of the business to his 
brother William. 

" The funeral over, and the first burst of sorrow some- 
what subsided, Mrs. Watkins began to think over her pros- 
pects for the future. She called to her aid the only adviser 
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she had now, her son William. The clear-headed lad soon 
brought the apparent chaos into some sort of order. His 
mother, he found, would have no chance of a government 
pension, even if she had the requisite patronage to obtain 
it ; for his father, although by courtesy called a vice-consul, 
was only a consular agent There only remained then as 
data for their future operations, the means his father was 
possessed of at the time of his death. These were small 
indeed. There remained, after his liabilities were met, and 
his furniture sold, a sum barely amounting to eight hundred 
pounds. 

'* Although it will be perceived that Mrs. Watkins's pros- 
pects were far from flattering, she still looked at them with 
that unflinching courage so frequently found in women. 
She had now to begin the world again with a capital which, 
if vested in a good security, would barely bring her forty 
pounds a year, and with that she not only had to provide 
for her own maintenance, but for that of her younger son 
and niece also ; William the elder being now able to pro- 
vide for himself, and, if tolerably fortunate, to contribute in 
some slight degree to the support of his mother. Emma, 
the niece, had considerably improved in appearance since 
she came to Italy. She was still far from handsome, but 
the amiable expression of her countenance compensated for 
irregularity of feature, and never was expression the mirror 
of the mind more completely than with this young girl. 
She was amiable to all, and was in return loved by all with 
whom she came in contact The feeling, almost one of 
charity, with which Mrs. Watkins had first received her had 
long since vanished, and an affection as pure and disin- 
terested as that of a mother now supplied its place. The 
thought of throwing upon the girl the onus of supporting 
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herself as a governess had long since passed away, and 
Emma was now looked upon as being as necessary a mem- 
ber of their home as Mrs Watkins herself. 

" Many and long were the consultations the poor widow 
had with her son, William^ on the state of her afiairs, but, at 
last, they reached a definite conclusion. As William was 
unknown to the firm in London with which his father cor- 
responded, he knew it would be hopeless for him to think 
of obtaining the same position, his age precluding the possi- 
bility. The consular agency had already been filled up, and 
as nothing was left to induce Mrs. Watkins to remain in 
Italy, it was resolved that the family should return to Eng- 
land with as little delay as possible, that they might there 
mark out for themselves some path by which they might get 
the means of maintaining themselves, if not in affluence, at 
least in respectability. Emma, of course, offered no objec- 
tion, being only too glad to reside with those who treated 
her so kindly, and whom she loved so fondly. With the 
younger son, however, the case was very different; he 
showed the most violent objection to leaving Italy. He, at 
first, resolutely refused to accompany his mother, . and 
attempted to make friends with some of the principal eccle- 
siastics of the place to induce them to allow him to enter a 
seminary, to be educated for the Roman Catholic priest- 
hood ; but they, whether owing to the fact that without his 
mother's consent he would be penniless, or that it might 
create scandal in separating a widow from her son, declined 
to assist him in the matter. On his persevering, they 
adopted a temporizing course, and advised him, for the 
benefit of the Holy Catholic Church, to accompany his 
mother to England, and there, in that land of heresy, to 
endeavour to convert others to the true faith, and thereby 
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prove himself a good son of the Church. Cajoled by these 
arguments, he gave way, and promised his mother that he 
would accompany her. A short time afterwards, Mrs. 
Watkins's affairs being satisfactorily arranged, she left Italy 
to try her fortune in England, accompanied by her sons 
and niece. 




CHAPTER XVI. 
MEMORY IN MADNESS — Continued. 

|RRIVED in England, Mrs. Watkms took a quiet 
lodging in a respectable street in Islington, till 
such time as she had determined what course she 
should pursue. Her first step was to call upon the acquaint- 
ances of her late husband in London. None held out much 
hope of being able to assist her in finding employment for 
her sons, although all received her with kindness and good 
feeling. She then determined, after a short delay, to send 
her son William, thinking that his gentlemanly manners and 
handsome appearance might influence them in his favour. 
Although the opinion a mother forms of her eldest son pro- 
verbially differs from that formed by strangers, William was 
a handsome young fellow. All received him warmly, and one 
gave him a letter to a small firm engaged in the Italian trade, 
who at that moment were in want of an assistant who could 
correspond in the Italian language, and speak it fluently. 
William at once started off for the house, and reached it 
shortly before it closed for the day. The aspect of the place 
showed that business was done only on a most -limited 
scale, nor did the appearance of the principal hold out 
much prospect of improvement. Although the firm was 
styled Nugent & Co., Italian and provision merchants, Mr. 



MEMORY IN MADNESS. 315 

Nugent himself was the only person who had any interest 
in it. He was a little, mean, pock-marked man of perhaps 
sixty years of age, irritable in manner, harsh in voice, and 
dirty in person. His house, which was situated in a street 
near Finsbury Square, was a fitting habitation for such a 
master. It was a narrow, eight-roomed house, with exceed- 
ingly dirty windows ; those of the ground-floor, where the 
business was carried on, had, apparently, not been cleaned 
for months. The floor of the shop, or warehouse, as it was 
called, was covered with accumulated dust, and hardened 
down by an occasional sprinkling of water, so that it now 
had the look of a dried road. The whole place, in fact, 
was in keeping with the proprietor, who would have been 
utterly out of place in a more respectable establish- 
ment 

" Mr. Nugent received William in a little back-room, 
which he called his counting-house. He read the letter 
carefully, and to all appearance slowly, but he was, from 
time to time, furtively employed in looking over his 
spectacles and examining the applicant. When he had 
finished, he calmly folded up the letter and put it in his 
desk, which he locked. ' So, young man,' he said, ' you 
have never yet been in a situation ?' 

" ' No, not in England, sir ; but I have been three years 
employed in my father's office in Italy.' 

" * Why did your father leave Italy?* 

" * He is dead, sir.* 

'' * You speak Italian, and correspond fluently in that 
language, I understand?* 

" ' Yes, sir ; and I can correspond in French as well.* 

" * Do you know any one in London ?* 
' No, sir ; but I have no doubt more than one of the 
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houses my father transacted business with occasionally will 
speak to my respectability.' 

" ' It is somewhat irregular to take an assistant without 
some better recommendation : but I have no objection to 
give you a trial if the firms you mention speak of you as you 
say. My terms are twenty-five pounds a year, with board 
and lodging.' 

" William winced a little on hearing the terms ; but, as 
he had determined to relieve his mother of his maintenance, 
he made no further remark than to signify his assent to the 
proposal. 

" * Your duties,' said Mr. Nugent, ' will be those of an 
ordinary assistant in a house of business. Beyond that you 
will write, to my dictation, all the correspondence, but the 
books I keep myself. Where do you live now?' 

" William gave him the address. 

" * Very well, I shall make inquiries at the houses you 
mention, and if the answers are satisfactory, you can enter 
on your duties the day after to-morrow. You will under- 
stand that, if you do not hear from me to the contrary, I 
shall expect you.' 

" William then took his leave, and proceeded to Islington 
to inform his mother of the events of the day. 

" Mrs. Watkins was not too well pleased with William's 
description of Mr. Nugent, nor with the amount of salary 
offered. She also strongly objected to her son sleeping at 
the house of business ; they had never been parted before, 
and she looked with terror at the proposition. William, on 
his side, argued the necessity of his accepting the appoint- 
ment. 

" * You see, mother,' he said, ' this situation will remove 
one great drawback. I need not apply for a better appoint- 
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ment till I have proved that I am capable and trustworthy. 
I need not remain with Mr. Nugent longer than I please, 
and, certainly, that will not be longer than till I can find a 
more agreeable employer. But it would be folly in me to 
reject the present offer. We shall meet very often. I am 
to have permission to leave the house every Sunday, and 
you may be certain, my dear mother, that no society will 
have greater charms for me thap yours.' 

'' His mother, sorely against her inclination, was obliged 
to submit to these arguments, and the subject dropped. 
As nothing was heard from Mr. Nugent during the next 
two days, William entered on his new duties. 

" In the meantime, Mrs. Watkins had determined on her 
own course of action. She had been advised, by a respect- 
able solicitor to whom she had been introduced, to invest 
the principal portion of her money in the purchase of an 
annuity on her own life. At first she made some objection 
to the proposition, thinking that it appeared somewhat 
selfish on her part to expend so much on herself; but her 
legal friend argued so warmly that the interest of the family 
depended so much upon her being placed beyond the 
reach of want, that she followed his advice, and invested 
the money as proposed. But as the amount, fifty pounds 
a year, was insufficient to provide food, lodging, and cloth- 
ing for herself, her younger son, and her niece, she was 
obliged to look about for some means of increasing her 
income, especially as William's salary was too small to 
allow him to give her any assistance. As for her younger 
son, there was little hope of his being anything but a con- 
tinual expense to her. His ideas of religion began to 
assume so peculiar a form, that she was inclined to doubt 
whether there might not be something of insanity in them. 
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More than once this painfiil thought presented itself to her 
imagination, but each time she drove it away as something 
too terrible to be real. He had conceived the idea that 
the possession of money was sinful, and that if he refused 
to accept it, under any circumstances. Providence would 
always provide him with the means of existence. His 
mother tried all in her power to combat this foolish idea, 
but although he would drop the argument, it was more 
owing to respect to her than to the conviction that he was 
in error. At every opportunity, he was in one or other of 
the Catholic churches, never missing a religious function at 
which he could possibly be present As he was totally 
indifferent on the subject of dress, his clothes cost his 
mother little; and as abstinence and mortification were 
points in his creed to which he held very firmly, the cost 
of his board was far less than even she, with her limited 
means, could have wished. 

" With Emma, the case was very different ; she was per- 
fectly well qualified to assist in the maintenance of the 
family. She was now seventeen years of age, and appeared 
a year or two older. She was tall and well-made ; and, 
although not handsome, was attractive in appearance. Her 
lady-like manners and sweet expression of countenance 
gained her the goodwill of all with whom she was ac- 
quainted. She was, in most things, tolerably well educated. 
In French, Italian, and singing, she was far more accom- 
plished than the generality of governesses. Her voice was 
strong, sweet, and flexible, her ear correct, and her taste 
good. She was, in fact, admirably adapted for a teacher of 
singing. To her other musical qualifications, she combined 
an easy manner of explanation, and an unlimited amount ot 
patience. To have found her an appointment as a gover- 
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ness in a private family would have been a task of little 
difficulty, but, as has been before stated, Mrs. Watkins loved 
her as her own daughter, and she was too perfectly the 
mother not to tremble at the idea of a separation. Afler 
some little delay she procured for Emma three pupils in 
private families, and the fees from teaching these, added to 
Mrs. Watkins's annuity, was sufficient to keep the wolf from 
the door. 

"Another year passed over the heads of the Watkins 
family. Emma retained her pupils, by whom she was much 
liked, and could easily have procured more, but her con- 
stitution was exceedingly delicate, and she was incapable ot 
much exertion. As one portion of her plan of teaching 
was by singing over to her pupils the songs she taught them, 
and thereby allowing them to catch the expression of the 
music, the fatigue on the chest of a person evidently pre- 
disposed to consumption was naturally great, and Mrs. 
Watkins feared that any greater exertion might tend to 
develop the threatened malady. 

" The younger son still continued without employment — 
in fact, he was incapable of it. Fortunately the symptoms 
of religious insanity had not increased, but, although 
maternal affection tried to prove that they had diminished, 
all others were aware there had been no change for the 
better. 

^' William continued at the same house of business. He 
was as much liked as it was possible for his employer to 
like any one. William, by his attention to business, his 
ability and integrity, had made himself of great use to the 
crabbed old man, and he looked upon the young fellow 
with the same favour as he would have regarded a good 
bargain. The health of Mr. Nugent, also, had become 
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veiy uncertain, and he was frequently obliged to keep his 
room for whole days. At last, his medical adyiser informed 
him that change of air was necessary, that he should at 
least sleep in the country, as the air of the metropolis 
evidently did not agree with him. This could easily be 
arranged. Mr. Nugent was a widower with one child, a 
daughter, who was married to a cashier in one of the city 
banks. She resided in Camberwell, from whence her husband 
came in to business every day. It was proposed by her that 
her father should reside with them. * Everything,' she said, 
' could be easily arranged. The time her father would leave 
for business in the morning would be the same as her 
husband's. As both were in the habit of dining in the 
middle of the day, it would be little more trouble for the 
servants, and the change of air would do him more good 
than all the doctors.' These and many other arguments of 
the same description so far prevailed with the old man, 
that he promised to adopt the suggestion, provided that he 
could make such arrangements at the house of business as 
would allow him to live with his daughter without increasing 
his own expenditure. 

" It is needless to detail the different ideas which entered 
the old man's mind in order to accomplish this somewhat 
difficult proposition, but all of. them tended to throw, if 
possible, the extra cost on William. At last he deter- 
mined that he would give up the dwelling portion of the 
house to Mrs. Watkins and her family, and that William 
should in consequence submit to a reduction in his present 
limited salary. After having arranged in his mind the 
different arguments which he intended to submit to his 
dependant, to prove the arrangement an equitable one, he 
called William into the counting-house to propose it to him. 
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lie was, however, somewhat surprised at the result of the 
interview. William, although a good-natured fellow in the 
main, was at the same time a good man of business, and, as 
such, he now began to form a more correct opinion of his 
own worth. For some time past the duties of the counting- 
house had almost entirely devolved upon him ; not from any 
wish on the part of his employer to put any greater power in 
the hands of his assistant, but because of inability to perform 
them himself. William had thus been frequently thrown 
into communication with the managers and principals of 
other firms, and perceived that he was held in esteem by 
them. He also found that he could easily obtain another 
situation which would not only be more lucrative, but 
would enable him to reside with his mother and family, 
as he would be required at the house of business only in the 
day-time. 

" But there was a second motive which induced William 
to try to obtain another situation, so as to be able to reside 
with his mother. It was the strong and increasing affection 
he had for his cousin Emma. That the girl was aware of 
this was not to be doubted, but that he had declared his 
affection to her was by no means so certain. She admired, 
even if she did not love him ; for he was not only an ex- 
ceedingly handsome young fellow, but domesticated and 
kind-hearted into the bargain. Another point likely to 
interest Emma in his favour, was the attention and respect 
which he invariably showed to his mother; a circumstance 
not likely to pass unnoticed by so amiable and affectionate 
a girl. 

*' The conversation between William and Mr. Nugent began 
by the latter alluding to the ordinary matters of the business 
which had come before them during the last four-and-twenty 

V 



322 SHIRLEY HALL ASYLUM. 

hours. That having been got over satisfactorily, Mr. Nugent 
paused for a moment to collect his thoughts, so as to broach 
the matter in a courteous manner. It was therefore with 
some surprise that he heard William say, * If you please, sir, 
I wish to speak about my salary. I should like it to be 
increased.' 

" * I think/ said the old man angrily * that you are very 
handsomely paid ; and if you are not contented, you 
can go.' 

" * Very well, sir, I will do so whenever you please.' 

" Mr. Nugent looked over his spectacles at the young 
man with astonishment. 

" * I think you are a very foolish as well as very ungrateful 
young man. Now that you have learned your business with 
me, you think to leave me with the idea of getting a pound 
or two a year more ; but, mark my words, you will be dis- 
appointed ; there is not a firm in London that will pay you 
more than I do, or rather than I have done; for if you 
stopped with me, it was my intention to reduce your 
salary.' 

" * I can easily get double the salary you pay me, sir ; that 
is to say, if I reside at home with my mother, which I much 
wish to do. I have already made inquiries ; and if I were 
to leave you to-morrow, I could obtain another situation 
next week.' 

" * Very well, then, you can go as soon as you please.' 

"'Thank you, sir; I will leave next week, then.' So 
sa3ang, he left the counting-house. 

** Mr. Nugent remained for some minutes undecided what 
to do. He was exceedingly annoyed at the idea of his 
assistant leaving him, but his pride for some time would not 
allow him to call the young man back. He had, however. 
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no alternative. Much as it annoyed him to give way to his 
dependant, he followed William into the warehouse, ^nd 
again opened the subject. At last all was arranged to the 
satisfaction of both parties. William was to receive an 
addition to his salary of twenty pounds a year, and board 
himself; and Mr. Nugent was to leave the whole of the 
upper part of the house in the possession of Mrs. Watkins 
and her family, without the payment of any rent. Mr. Nugent 
was to remove his furniture as quickly as possible, and 
Mrs. Watkins could enter immediately afterwards. 

" William was highly delighted with the arrangement, and 
his mother scarcely less so. In the first place, she would 
live rent free ; and that, with her limited means, was a great 
consideration. The house itself also suited admirably. It 
had a private door, and the whole of her part was shut off 
from the business portion of the premises. At night they 
had charge of the whole of the house, the two porters living 
at their own homes. It was also conveniently situated for 
Emma, as her pupils resided in the neighbourhood of 
Finsbury Square, and the walk from Islington she had 
frequently found very fatiguing. But the greatest recom- 
mendation of all to Mrs. Watkins was the fact of living with 
her darling son. True, he might have obtained an appoint- 
ment which would have allowed him to reside with her; 
but that was a probability, this was a certainty. 

" Before the end of a fortnight Mrs. Watkins was per- 
fectly at home in her new abode, and fully accustomed to 
the cliange. Mr. Nugent had far more difficulty in accli- 
matising himself to the atmosphere of Camberwell ; but 
by degrees he became more content with his daughter's 
residence, and at last uttered no more complaints on the 
subject. 
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^' The Watkins family were now as happy as it is allowed 
to mortals to be on earth. There was only one cause of 
anxiety, and that was the peculiar state of mind of the 
younger son, Edmond. That there was no change for the 
worse was the most flattering bulletin which could be given. 
A perfect understanding had been come to between William 
and his cousin Emma ; and Mrs. Watkins, even if her son 
had not informed her of the fact, could not have shut her 
eyes to the affection which there was between them. It 
need not be said that she fully approved the match. It was 
a family union cemented by peculiar ties. Mrs. Watkins 
had for years past looked upon Emma as her child, and now 
there was a certainty of her continuing in the same relation- 
ship, without the fear, occasionally felt, of a want of sympathy 
between a young wife and the husband's mother. 

" But although they were now affianced, a lengthened vista 
appeared to lie between them and the altar, which, fair and 
flowery though it was, seemed longer than either approved 
o£ It was of course impossible for them to marry till some 
money had been accumulated to allow them to start house- 
keeping, and out of William's limited salary that would 
naturally be a work of time. True, Emma could to a cer- 
tain degree assist, as her income was even superior to his ; 
but up to the present time she had given the whole of her 
earnings to her aunt, to pay for her own board and to assist 
in the maintenance of Edmond, who was a heavy drag on 
the widow. 

" Soon, however, there could no longer be any doubt of 
the second son's religious monomania. It had for some time 
been suspected, but a short time after his change of residence 
to the City it developed itself. Hitherto he had been con- 
tent with attending the diflferent Catholic places of worship, 
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at whatever hour in the day there might be services going 
on. Now he not only had a small toy altar fitted up in his 
bedroom, where he used several times a day to go through 
the performance of the mass, but he insisted on rising many 
times in the night to continue the services, to the great 
annoyance of the family. Another phase in his malady 
also appeared — the certain conviction that the possession 
of money was an offence to God. This had, as has been 
already stated, shown itself to a limited extent for some 
time ; but now it was an incessant cause of dispute between 
him and his family generally, and his brother William in 
particular. Of course there could be little real argument 
between them on such a subject ; it was simply an ineffectual 
attempt on the part of William to defend himself from the 
unceasing and irrational attacks of his brother. 

" It required all the stock of patience possessed by William 
to submit to this infliction. After the labours of the day 
were over, and he had joined the family circle in the little 
sitting-room up-stairs, with the intention of passing a happy 
evening in the society of those he loved, hour after hour 
would be embittered by the senseless attacks of his brother. 
Without any better arguments than might be expected from 
such a one, he would blame as a sin what he called William's 
love of lucre, and the incessant labour he performed in the 
service of the devil, who, he warned him, would certainly 
claim his soul for the iniquitous sacrifice which he was daily 
offering to him in his incessant thought of gain and worldly 
aggrandisement. In vain did William attempt to calm the 
poor lunatic, and to show him that it was his employer's 
money which caused him anxiety, and not his own; that 
man was condemned to earn his bread by the sweat of his 
brow ; and that in his case the amount he gained was hardly 
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more than necessary to obtain the bare means of subsistence. 
True as William's arguments might be, they were, of course, 
lost upon his brother, who, with the pertinacity of a mad- 
man, returned to the same subject night after night. 

*' Unfortunately Edmond's attacks upon his brother were 
not confined to their family circle. He played the spy 
upon him during the hours of business, and would fre- 
quently interpose in conversations between William and 
those who were present upon commercial affairs, and appeal 
to them whether the love of money which his brother was 
so absorbed in, would not either in this world or the next 
lead to his ruin. But, annoying as this behaviour was to 
William, it was immeasurably increased by the necessity he 
was under of explaining to those present that Edmond was 
mentally afflicted, and incapable of rightly apprehending the 
language he made use of. This was the more distressing 
and difficult, as to those unacquainted with him, Edmond*s 
language showed little symptom of the insanity complained 
of, his sentences being principally formed from sermons he 
had heard, or works he had read on the subject of the love 
of riches, which, while he simply quoted them, his auditors 
imagined to emanate from the poor madman himself. 

" Winter passed, and the spring had nearly terminated. 
Mr. Nugent was still alive, though now getting very infirm. 
He seldom visited the house of business more than twice 
a week; the whole management being left to William, 
who continued to conduct with ability, and the strictest 
integrity. It would naturally have been expected that such 
good service would have secured him the good-will of his 
employer. Such^ was not, however, its effect with Mr. 
Nugent. Instead of being pleased with the diligence of 
his clerk, he looked upon him with great jealousy, and the 
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more in6rm he became, the more this contemptible feeling 
developed itself. Feeling his own inability, the mean old 
man was angry at the superior energy of his subordinate, 
and yet was obliged to admit his integrity and value. His 
spite principally vented itself in irritating or sarcastic 
remarks on the transactions in which William had been 
engaged ; yet when they turned out advantageously, as was 
almost always the case, he had not one word of encourage- 
ment to oflfer. The annoyance was particularly great when 
these remarks were made in the presence of strangers. Mr. 
Nugent, observing this, generally chose those occasions to 
make them especially disagreeable. William, however, had 
the good sense to attribute all this to the petulance and 
irritability of age and disease, and contrived to put up with 
it without making any reply, although frequently he had the 
greatest difficulty in keeping his temper. 

'' Edmond*s malady evidently increased, but still not to 
such an extent as to require his being placed under any 
restraint He had ceased his expostulations with his 
brother ; indeed, it was more than probable that he was 
now incapable of continuing them. Occasionally, in his 
more lucid intervals, he would offer some annoyance on the 
old subject ; but he principally confined himself, when not 
occupied in religious observances, to watching his brother 
during business hours without making any remarks. 

" William, on his part, had, during the long summer 
evenings, frequently to avoid his brother ; but he also had 
the pleasure of passing many a happy hour in company 
with Emma, as in the long summer's twilight they would 
walk round and round the square, or in the broader streets. 
To most, it might appear absurd, to seek for quiet happi- 
ness in the solitudes of Finsbury Square or the City Road ; 



328 SHIRLEY HALL ASYLUM. 

but as all pleasures are great or small only by comparison^ 
the delights of these evening walks, after the fatigues of the 
day, in company with his betrothed, were moments of calm 
yet intense felicity. In their state of mind, every subject of 
conversation afforded pleasure, slight indeed, as many of 
them would appear, if they were now recorded. The 
happiest, perhaps, were those interviews when they painted 
in glowing colours their future life; — how they would 
arrange their modest establishment ; how they were to dis- 
pose of the money they were to save (for, alas, they had 
yet realised but little), in. the purchase of their furniture ; 
and what the probable cost of the different articles might 
be, and how long they would be in saving the sum neces- 
sary to purchase them. On one of these occasions they 
determined to find out what money it would require 
to furnish their small abode and to draw therefrom some 
reasonable conclusion as to the space of time which must 
elapse before they could save enough to commence their 
purchases. 

"There then stood, and perhaps stands still, at the 
comer of Finsbury Square, a large upholsterer's establish- 
ment. Before this house the young couple stopped, wish- 
ing to enter and make the requisite inquiry ; but neither 
had the courage to do so. It was then nearly dark. A 
porter was at the moment employed in bringing out the 
shutters to close the warehouse for the night. One of the 
shopmen by chance came to the door, and seeing the pair 
hesitating to enter, naturally concluded that there was a 
marriage in contemplation, and, of course, the proba- 
bility of a furnishing order also. In common with the 
majority of his class, bashfulness was the least of his 
defects. He immediately accosted the young couple, in- 
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quiring whether there were any articles of furniture he 
could have the honour of showing them. Their stock, he 
continued, was larger than that of any other house in 
London, and their prices indisputably the lowest ; indeed, 
money laid out in their establishment ought simply to be 
regarded as an investment which might always be recon- 
verted into cash without loss at a moment's notice. There 
was not an article they manufactured which was not of the 
best description, or that would not bear comparison with 
any of the first-rate west-end houses. It not unfrequently 
happened, in fact, that the fortunate purchaser made a 
considerable profit on his bargain, and that after having 
used it for two or three years, so well did their goods 
wear. 

'* In a few minutes William and his cousin found them- 
selves inside the shop, their indefatigable guide showing 
them article after article till the young couple got so 
delighted with the sight, that they forgot for the moment 
that curiosity alone had induced them to enter, and that 
they were unwarrantably taking up the shopman's time. 
William was the first to recover his presence of mind, but 
ashamed to let the shopman know the truth, he turned the 
affair off by asking whether any discount would be allowed 
for ready money, and such other questions, which led the 
man to believe that in a very short time they would again 
visit him, and then they would most probably come to 
terms. After hearing that ready money was the rule of the 
house unless on highly respectable references, and that the 
lowest price was named for every article they sold, with 
other customary remarks of the kind, William and his 
cousin lefl the shop, after having been presented with a 
voluminous list of prices for families furnishing, and for any 
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size of house, from the cottage to the mansion, and also 
with a pack of cards of the address of the shop. 

" Arrived at home, the couple began to be somewhat 
ashamed of their visit to the cabinetmaker's, and by tacit 
consent they kept it a secret from Mrs. Watkins. A few 
days afterwards, Emma having received payment from two 
of her most lucrative pupils (she now had several), and her 
aunt being in want of one or two articles of furniture, they 
agreed that she and William might as well purchase them 
at once, as they would then be ready for themselves when 
they started in housekeeping. With that intent, when 
business was over, William and his cousin hurried off to the 
cabinetmaker's to make their purchases. They were fortu- 
nately in time, the warehouse not being yet closed. This 
time they entered boldly and saw the same shopman who 
had behaved with so much civility to them before. He 
evidently recognised them, but a remarkable difference was 
seen in his conduct. All the emprasement he had shown 
the time before had vanished. His present behaviour 
could not be termed even commonly civil. He abruptly 
answered the questions put to him, and made no effort to 
show the articles inquired for. When William requested to 
see them, he coolly answered, that, on reflection, he had 
not got them; and when Emma remarked that she had 
seen them on the occasion of their last visit, she received 
for answer, that he was sure they would not suit her, and 
that, in fact, they were sold. William, annoyed at this 
behaviour, shortly told him that if he did not wish to sell, 
he did not wish to buy. The shopman coolly answered 
that it would, perhaps, be better if he did not, as it was 
very possible they might disagree about it before they had 
finished. William, astonished and indignant at the man's 
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behaviour, had great difficulty in suppressing his feelings, 
but he contrived to control them, and, offering Emma his 
arm, they hurriedly left the shop. 

" Many were the speculations between them on their way 
home as to the cause of the extraordinary change in the 
shopman's behaviour. William at last set it down to the 
fact that the man had discovered that he was only a clerk 
in a very small house of business, and that, being vexed at 
the obsequious attention he had previously shown them, he 
had now taken the opportunity of proving his equality. 
Poor as this solution of the enigma was, it was the only one 
they could arrive at ; and, though annoyed at the circum- 
stance, they changed the subject of conversation, and spoke 
no more about it. 




CHAPTER XVII. 
MEMORY IN MADNESS — Continued, 

INTER came on, and with it a season of terrible 
calamity for the Watkins family. Edmond's 
insanity had now assumed such a form as occa- 
sioned his mother and brother considerable anxiety. His 
denunciations of what he considered William's love of 
money were now so fearful, as often to attract the attention 
of the passers-by. More than once it was with great diffi- 
culty that Mrs. Watkins, who had extraordinary power over 
the unhappy lunatic, could prevent him from committing a 
desperate assault on his brother. At last, a family conclave 
was held, to take into consideration a subject most painful 
to them all. It was this, whether Edmond's present state 
of mind did not necessitate his being placed under restraint, 
not only because of the probability of some murderous 
attack on his brother, but because of the discredit his 
frequent acts of violence would bring on the family. 

"They had hitherto managed to conceal his affliction 
from Mr. Nugent, but it would be impossible to do so much 
longer. Besides these reasons, another one equally great 
was brought to bear on Mrs. Watkins, which made her lend 
a readier ear to the suggestion to place the poor fellow 
in confinement than she would otherwise have done. A 
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medical man in the neighbourhood, now in general practice, 
who had formerly had considerable experience in brain 
diseases, told her how necessary it was for religious mono- 
maniacs to be put under considerable restraint, because of 
the suicidal form the disease frequently took. He also 
explained to her how different was the treatment of those 
suffering under mental diseases in the present day from 
what it was formerly, and the comparative frequency of 
cures now performed in lunatic asylums. 

" It was impossible for the mother to deny the truth of 
these arguments. She submitted to the necessity, though 
with much sorrow, and plans were now entertained for 
carrying their resolution into effect. But serious and terrible 
difficulties arose. Of course, they could not admit for one 
moment the thought of placing the unfortunate young man 
in a pauper lunatic asylum. Such an idea would have been 
repugnant to the independence and self-respect of all three. 
To place him in a private asylum, or to engage an assistant 
to attend him in their own house, would have demanded 
an outlay greater than their limited income would allow. 
* There was but one course open to them— to obtain for him 
admission into Bethlem Hospital. Their medical friend 
promised to assist them in this. He was acquainted, more 
or less intimately, with many of the City functionaries, in 
whose hands the greater amount of the patronage of that 
institution is placed, and in the course of a few days he had 
no doubt that he should succeed. They adopted, with 
gratitude, the doctor's offer, and the afflicted mother com- 
menced the preparations for her son's wardrobe, before the 
time came for him to leave the house. 

" Whether Edmond was aware of the proceedings which 
were in contemplation, it is impossible to say, but certainly 
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he was under the impression that somebody was plotting 
against him. He became more morose in manner, and 
would not enter into conversation with any member of his 
family. When in their society, the suspicious and uncertain 
look he would cast upon them all, plainly told them that 
they were suspected. This increased their sorrow, but in no 
way altered their determination. The doctor now informed 
them that, on the following Tuesday, Edmond would be 
admitted into the hospital, all the preliminary forms having 
been satisfactorily gone through. Short as the delay was, 
the space between the doctor's notification and the day for 
Edmond leaving them was so intolerably painful, that all 
three felt that they would have been happier had it been 
shorter. They seemed to think that there was something 
unkind and dishonourable to the poor fellow in the secrecy 
of their design against him ; and in his society they felt all 
the uneasiness of guilt in their minds, occupied as they 
were with the kindest and most humane intentions. 

" Mr. Nugent had been confined to the house since the 
commencement of winter, and it was William's duty to write 
to him daily, and to visit him every Saturday evening. On 
these occasions he gave the old gentleman a more accurate 
summary of the proceedings of the week than had been 
contained in his correspondence. It was also his duty to 
bring with him a small cash-box, which was habitually kept 
in the iron safe in the counting-house. The key of the safe 
was left in William's possession, but the key of the cash- 
box, which had a strong patent lock, was kept by Mr. 
Nugent himself. It would, perhaps, be no easy matter 
to account for this arrangement; but most probably the 
suspicious old man would not trust the cash-box in the 
house of his own daughter (with whom he lived by no 
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means in a happy manner), from the fear either of her 
getting to know its contents, or, worse, the possibility of 
her appropriating them to her own use. With William it 
was different ; he looked upon him as a sort of animated 
machine. He had no immediate or reversionary interest in 
the money of the old man, and could not possess himself 
of it without bringing himself within the clutches of the 
law. The old man looked upon the box, when he had 
locked it and placed it in William's hands, as being in a 
sort of double custody, the first in that of the iron safe, the 
second in the integrity of his servant — and he had as much 
gratitude for the one as for the other — while the key he 
kept himself as a further security on both. 

" On the Saturday evening previous to the departure of 
Edmond for the hospital, William paid his accustomed visit 
to his employer. He was ushered as usual into a little third 
room on the ground-floor, where he found Mr, Nugent ; his 
daughter and her husband being then in another part of the 
house, as he never spoke of his affairs in their hearing. He 
was, as usual, seated in an old arm-chair, with a table before 
him, and two lighted candles upon it. The cash-box was 
placed, in due form, between the candles. Then William 
seated himself in front of his employer, in such a manner 
that the cash-box, when opened, had its back towards him, 
so that it was impossible for him to see its contents, while 
the old man could peep over his spectacles and watch him, 
and see that no indiscreet movement on William's part could 
instruct him as to the treasure it contained. 

" The stereotyped proceedings then commenced. William 
first gave him the receipts for the sums he had expended in 
the course of the week. These were then more than rigidly 
examined by the old man ; for he made a point of doubting 
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whether every second item was not more than he had 
authorised William to pay, or that it had not already been 
l)aid, and only on reference to his own handwriting, con- 
taining a list of sums to be paid, which had been drawn up 
by him the week before, would he be convinced, and even 
then sometimes grudgingly. 

" William next brought forward an account of the probable 
expenditure of the ensuing week. Of course, every item 
had again to be objected to, and at last admitted. The 
gross amount was then calculated, and the sum taken from 
the cash-box so furtively, that William could with difficulty 
see the operation. That done, he kept in his own pos- 
session the heavier amounts to be paid, telling William to 
send the claimants to him for that purpose. The remainder 
for the payment of porters* wages, and current petty 
expenses, he sent to the house of business for disburse- 
ment. He then closed the lid of the cash-box with a snap, 
locked it, and placed the key in his pocket ; then, suddenly 
taking off his spectacles, and looking fixedly at the young 
man, he said — 

"* And by whose permission, sir, have you been making 
a lunatic asylum of my house ?' 

"William was utterly taken by surprise; for he had 
imagined that Mr. Nugent was ignorant of Edmond's mis- 
fortune, and for some moments he was unable to answer 
the question. 

"*I assure you, sir,' at last he stammered out, 'I have 
done nothing of the kind.' 

" * Don't tell me a falsehood, sir ; you have kept a mad- 
man there for some time past.' 

" * I have told you no falsehood, sir,' said William 
warmly; *my brother's insanity has not been certain for 
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more than a week or ten days, and we have ab-eady made 
preparations to remove him. He will leave us on Tuesday 
next' 

" ' See that he does, or you will have to leave yourself. I 
think your conduct and that of your mother, in this matter, 
abominable.' 

" * Stop, Mr. Nugent,* said William, now fairly aroused, ' I 
cannot remain here and hear my mother spoken of in that 
manner. As I do not appear to give you satisfaction, you 
had better provide yourself with another clerk. I shall leave 
you as soon as I can find another situation, and that, I am 
happy to say, will not take me long.' 

•'* You will do nothing of the kind, sir,' said Mr. Nugent, 
now getting alarmed, for he really had no intention of part- 
ing with William, whose services were of great value to him. 
'You will at any rate remain till your proper notice has 
expired ; and remember, sir, that then I shall not allow you 
to leave till I have provided myself with another clerk.' 

" * You may depend upon it, sir, after your insulting be- 
haviour, I will go as soon as I can.' 

" * Your salary,' said Mr. Nugent, * is *due, I believe, the 
latter end of next week. Not a shilling of it shall you 
receive if you attempt to leave me without consulting my 
convenience.' 

"The conversation continued some time longer in the 
same angry tone. At last the employer and employed 
separated, the latter reiterating his determination to leave 
as soon as he could find another appointment, and the 
former threatening the terrors of the law should his clerk 
attempt to carry his threat into execution. 

" Arrived at home, William deposited the cash-box in the 
iron safe, there to remain till the ensuing Saturday; and 

z 
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then seeing all safely closed up for the night, he joined his 
mother up-stairs. He found Edmond and Emma with her, 
the former quiet, but sullen and suspicious. He evidently 
attempted to fix his disordered mind on what was going 
on, but as William did not speak of anything beyond the 
ordinary routine of the household, there was little to excite 
either his anger or curiosity ; William purposely abstaining 
from mentioning his conversation with Mr. Nugent till his 
brother should be in bed. The poor fellow apparently saw 
through the manoeuvre, and remained with them till it was 
too late to broach the subject that night, and William was 
obliged to postpone it till the morrow. 

" It was long before William got to sleep. In the first 
place, his quarrel with his employer naturally occupied his 
mind, in the second, he heard over-head the ceaseless move- 
ment of his brother. Mrs. Watkins had taken the pre- 
caution to remove Edmond's light, under the pretext that 
she wanted the candle ; but the gas-light in the street shone 
so brightly into the room as to allow him to move about 
easily without hurting himself. At last, fatigued by the 
labours of the day, and accustomed to the monotonous tread 
of his brother over-head, William fell asleep while he was 
determining in what manner he should break to his mother 
his determination to quit Mr. Nugent's employment. 

" The next morning he was again deprived of the oppor- 
tunity. Edmond was in a most excited state, and it 
required all his mother's influence to keep him within 
bounds. After breakfast he insisted on attending mass in 
Moorfields Catholic Chapel. His mother used all the per- 
suasive arts in her power to turn him from this, fearing 
some outbreak on his part during the service; but her 
efforts were in vain, go he would. ' It was,' he said, * his 



MEMORY IN MADNESS. 339 

duty to his God, and nothing should dissuade him.' Find- 
ing her efforts ineffectual, Mrs. Watkins had no alternative 
but to accompany him herself, although she did so with 
fear and trembling. During mass he conducted himself 
with propriety, but soon after the commencement of the 
sermon, he rose from his seat, and in spite of all her efforts, 
addressed the congregation in a most incoherent manner. 
For some moments considerable alarm existed among those 
present, but at last, by the assistance of the beadle, seconded 
by the entreaties of his mother, he was removed. During 
the remainder of the day he continued in the same excited 
state, requiring incessantly the attention of his mother, or 
brother, to prevent him from doing some rash action. At 
night, however, the paroxysm appeared to abate; and 
towards morning he consented to retire to his room, where 
William remained with him till he fell asleep; and then, 
after sitting by his side a sufficient length of time to assure 
himself that there was no danger of his brother awaking, he 
sought his own bed. 

" The next morning, William and the rest of the family 
were awakened as usual by the porter ringing the bell at 
the private door. William finding his brother quite quiet, 
determined not to disturb him, but went on with the 
ordinary duties of the house. Breakfast was at length 
announced by Emma, and William joined the family* 
leaving the warehouse in charge of the porter. In the 
sitting-room he found his mother pale and haggard from 
the fatigues and anxieties of the preceding day. Edmond 
had not yet joined them, and William advised that on no 
account should he be disturbed, but that the hous^ should 
be kept as quiet as possible. The meal passed over in 
silence, and William again went to his duties. Two o'clock, 
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their ordinary dinner-hour, struck, and shortly afterwards 
Mrs. Watkins summoned William ; at the same time asking 
him if he did not think it would be better to call Edmond, 
as he had not yet left his room. William stood for some 
moments in doubt, but at last resolved to go to Edmond's 
chamber and ascertain whether he was awake. Proceeding 
up-stairs as noiselessly as possible, so as not to disturb him 
if he were still asleep, and gently opening the door, he 
looked in. The next moment, with an exclamation of 
terror and surprise, he called to his mother, who had 
remained at the foot of the stairs, and told her that Edmond 
was not in his room. Mrs. Watkins immediately rushed 
up, and in breathless astonishment looked around her. 
Edmond not only was absent, but a circumstance was 
apparent which proved that it was a premeditated flight, 
and not a sudden freak of temper. Although his clothes, 
with the exception of those he generally wore, were left 
behind, the ornaments of a small altar he had fitted up in 
a comer of the room were taken away, as well as his 
Catholic book of prayers. 

" What to do, what steps to take, neither mother nor son 
could suggest, but they stood there motionless, gazing on 
each other. Tears at last came to the mother's relief, and 
they came abundantly. Seated on the side of her son's bed, 
she put her face in her hands, and gave full sway to her 
grief. Recalled to himself by his mother's grief, William 
spoke gently to her, and reminded her that it was now their 
duty to take all means to recover the poor fellow, and not 
to give way to unreasoning sorrow. Mrs. Watkins, with 
that melancholy movement of the head so natural to women 
in sorrow, acknowledged the justice of what her son had 
said, and, drying her tears, she listened to his suggestions. 
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He proposed that she should immediately go round to the 
different Catholic places of worship which Edmond was in 
the habit of attending, and request those in charge to inform 
her if they had seen him. On his part, he would go to the 
different police-stations, and request them to bring him in- 
formation if they found him. To Emma he assigned the 
task of calling on their different friends, as well as the 
tradesmen in the neighbourhood, with whom they were 
acquainted, requesting their assistance in recovering the 
unfortunate young man. 

" Enmia and her aunt immediately set out on their por- 
tions of the work. William was unable to do more than 
give notice at the nearest police-stations till the house was 
closed for the evening. Mrs. Watkins and Emma returned 
home late at night, tired and foot-sore. Both had received 
the greatest kindness from those they had seen, both had 
received the most ready promises of assistance ; but, unfor- 
tunately, neither had obtained the slightest information 
relative to the object of their search. Immediately after 
business hours were over, William started on his mission. 
It was nearly midnight before he returned, but he had met 
with as little success as his mother and cousin before him. 
Every assistance had, however, been promised him, and he 
had also the consolation of knowing that, before the morrow, 
the policemen in every district round London would be 
upon the alert, and that it was not possible for Edmond to 
remain long undiscovered. This was the more certain, as 
it was one point in Edmond's mania that it was sinful to 
carry any money on his person, and, being penniless in 
London, it was impossible he could long subsist without 
coming under the notice of some of the authorities. There 
was another contingency which terrified them all, but which 
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none dared even to whisper to the other, and hardly even 
to themselves, — ^the possibility of his committing suicide. 
They, however, attempted to close their eyes to this terrible 
danger, which admitted no defence nor speculation, and 
to rely on the exertions of their friends and the police. 

" Tuesday passed without any tidings of Edmond ; Wed- 
nesday and Thursday followed with no better result. On 
Friday, they heard that a poor man, in a state of insanity, 
and fully answering to Edmond's description, was in custody 
of the police at the Marlborough Street police-station. Wil- 
liam immediately started off, and found Edmond there in 
a most pitiable state, pale, exhausted, and covered with 
mud. The police had found him wandering about Regent 
Street in the night, or rather early in the morning, and, for 
his protection, had lodged him in the station. William 
attempted to get from his brother an account of his actions 
since he had quitted home on the previous Monday ; but the 
poor fellow's intellects were completely gone, and William 
could obtain no intelligible answer. After thanking the 
police, William engaged a cab and took his brother home. 

" Pleased as Mrs. Watkins was to see her son, her pleasure 
was considerably modified on observing the pitiable con- 
dition he was in. She was now more convinced than ever 
of the necessity of placing him under restraint Emma, in 
the meantime, had been sent for their friend the doctor. 
He kindly volunteered to go immediately to Bethlem Hos- 
pital, and try if it was not possible for Edmond to be 
admitted there the next day. In the evening, he returned 
with the information that he had succeeded; and it was 
arranged that he and William should accompany Edmond 
to the hospital at as early an hour as possible the next 
morning. 
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" The day came, and the doctor was ready at the ap- 
pointed time, and in less than an hour afterwards, Edmond 
was placed under restraint At the tea-table that evening, 
Mrs. Watkins overwhelmed William with questions as to the 
treatment his brother would receive, what description of 
building it was, what sort of men the doctors were, and an 
infinity of others bearing on the same subject, all of which 
William answered to her satisfaction. The effect the answers 
had on her mind was evidently most consoling. William at 
last was obliged to leave her, to pay the usual Saturday 
night expenses, and then to make his accustomed visit to his 
employer. 

" Only a few minutes had elapsed since William had left 
the room when he entered it again. Never, perhaps, in so 
short a time, had a greater change taken place in an indi- 
vidual. He was now as pale and haggard as if he had seen 
a spectre; with staring eyes and open mouth, and limbs 
hardly fit to support him, he staggered to a chair, and sank 
upon it. . He then gazed at his terrified mother and cousin 
with painful anxiety^ but was unable to utter a word. In 
vain Emma and her aunt questioned him, in vain he tried to 
answer them — he continued utterly speechless. In that 
state he remained so long, that Emma, now greatly alarmed, 
threw on her bonnet and shawl, and ran over for their friend 
the doctor. Her visit was useless ; he was from home, but 
they would send him over as soon as he returned. 

" When Emma arrived, she found her cousin somewhat 
recovered, thanks to a glass of wine which had been given 
him by his mother. Shortly after he had swallowed it, he 
gave a deep sigh, and exclaimed, ' My God ! what shall 
I do?' 

'' Mrs. Watkins, finding him able to speak, again questioned 
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him. By degrees she discovered that, after he had paid the 
porter, he went to the iron safe and unlocked it, to take, as 
usual, the cash-box to his employer, ^when, to his horror, 
he found that it was gone. How this could have occurred 
was incomprehensible. Nothing appeared to have been 
disturbed, and yet it was impossible to have reached it in 
the comer in which he had placed it without removing 
several articles which were usually placed before it to 
conceal it. He alone had the key, and it had never been 
out of his possession for a moment. He tried to persuade 
himself that he must have left it at Camberwell the previous 
Saturday ; but memory soon plainly proved to him that it 
was not the fact, and that he himself had placed it in the 
safe immediately after his return home, so that he was 
forced to seek for some other excuse. But all in vain ! no 
excuse could he find, and he was obliged to return terrified 
to the sitting-room. 

" When his mother had fully understood his statement, 
she inquired whether there was much money in the cash-box. 
William was unable to answer the question. He was certain 
there was a considerable amount in it, but how much he did 
not know. 

*!* Whatever the amount may be, William,* said his 
mother, * Mr. Nugent must know it sooner or later, and you 
had better go to him at once, and let him know the worst.' 

" * I cannot, mother.* 

" * Do, my dear ; it only wants a little courage and all 
will be over ; and the sooner it is done the better.* 

" William rose for the purpose of leaving, but his courage 
failed him. 

" * Mother,* he said, * I cannot do it. I cannot face that 
old man.* 
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" * But why, my dear ? He cannot be so unreasonable as 
to say it was your fault, after all the care you have taken 
of his property.' 

" * Mother, it will be a thousand times worse than that. 
He will say I have stolen it ! * 

" His mother made no verbal answer, but the ordinary 
mild countenance of the amiable woman was changed in a 
moment The usual tranquil expression had vanished, and 
determination and anger supplied its place. She left the 
1 00m, and in a few moments returned with her bonnet and 
shawl in her hand. 

" * Tell me, my dear,' she said, as she made her prepara- 
tions to leave the house, ' whereabout in Cambcrwell Mr. 
Nugent lives.' 

*' * Mother, you cannot go there ; let me remain quiet a 
little longer, and I will go myself, rather than expose you to 
any annoyance.' 

"'No, William, I am resolved to go myself; tell me 
where he lives.' 

" * You shall not go. You will only hear me insulted, and 
that will make you angry; and things will be worse than 
they are now, instead of better.' 

" * Angry with him ! ' said Mrs. Watkins, hastily tying her 
bonnet strings, and rather thinking aloud than speaking; 
* let him say one word against either of my boys' honesty, if 
he dares 1 * 

" William, after in vain attempting to get her to remain 
at home, gave her Mr. Nugent's address, but insisted on a 
promise from her that she would say nothing that would 
anger the old man. To make this the more certain he 
begged Emma to accompany her, and to restrain her, should 
she show any signs of annoyance at the language his em- 
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ployer might make use of. Emma readily promised that 
she would do her best, and the two left the house for 
Camberwell. 

" After they had gone, William began to think calmly 
over the case, but in no way could he find a clue to the 
mystery. The only way he could think of, was that some 
expert burglar had picked the lock. He arose, and taking 
a light went below again to inspect the iron safe, and espe- 
cially the lock,— but not the slightest trace of force coiild he 
find. His next idea was to send for the police, but that 
might give an alarm to the individual who had taken it, and 
thus prevent its recovery. Twenty other suggestions also 
passed through his brain, and were each entertained for a 
moment and then set aside. At last he determined to 
remain quietly in the sitting-room till his mother and cousin 
should return. 

" When Mrs. Watkins and Emma left the house they 
bent their steps towards Gracechurch Street, for the purpose 
of taking an omnibus. During their walk Mrs. Watkins 
spoke incessantly of the gross cruelty Mr. Nugent would 
show in uttering the slightest suspicion of want of integrity 
on William's part. Emma in vain attempted to moderate 
her aunt's anger, nor did her argument, that it would be 
better to wait till the insult was oflfered before resenting it, 
succeed much better. In the omnibus the conversation 
dropped, but it was easy to see by the working of Mrs. 
Watkins's countenance what was passing in her mind. As 
the omnibus did not go quite so far as the house, they had 
to walk the remainder of the way. As they neared the 
place a change came over Mrs. Watkins's frame of mind, 
and a sentiment akin to that of which William complained 
came over her. Whether £m^ perceived it, or whether it 
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was merely the effect of forethought on her part, is uncer- 
tain, but she once more began to implore her aunt not to 
give an angry answer to any ungenerous remark Mr. Nugent 
might utter, as she might be siure that William could easily 
prove his innocence, and then Mr. Nugent's false accusa- 
tion would be turned against himself ; whereas, if he were 
still more irritated, he might subject them to annoyance, 
or at any rate, be longer in retracting the unjust asser- 
tion. 

" By the time they arrived at the house, Mrs. Watkins 
had fully entered into her niece's views, and at last, when 
they were ushered into the old man's presence, not only 
had her previous resolution vanished, but a sentiment of 
fear supplied its place, and that of so painful a nature that 
she could hardly articulate. 

" They found Mr. Nugent in his accustomed easy-chair, 
his table before him, and the candles on it. The old man 
seemed greatly surprised to see them, but motioned them to 
be seated. Mrs. Watkins seated herself on a chair opposite 
to him, and Emma took another near her aunt 

" * Is your son ill, ma'am, that he is not here himself? ' 
inquired the old man, in a querulous tone. 

" ' He is not ill, sir ; but, I am sorry to say, a terrible 
misfortune has occurred, which made him unwilling to 
come ; so I came in his place.' 

" The old man said nothing, but looked at her for further 
explanation. 

" ' My son, sir, was on the point of coming here at his 
proper time, but on going to the iron safe he found the 
cash-box was gone.* 

" The commencement of the last sentence the poor 
woman articulated clearly enough, the latter part was all 
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but inaudible; Mr. Nugent, however, understood it as 
dearly as if it had been uttered in a voice of thunder. 

" * Then you mean to say,* he exclaimed, his voice trem- 
bling from anxiety and rage, ' that it is stolen ? ' 

" ' Oh, sir, I hope not ; I am sure we shall find it, if we 
have patience. I have no doubt my son has placed it 
somewhere, and forgotten it. We have had a great deal of 
trouble, sir, last week, and it has unsettled us very much.* 

" * I think, ma*am, the box had better be found, and that 
immediately. I am sure your son can find it if he chooses.* 

** * I do not understand you, sir.' 

" * I mean, ma'am, that your son himself has taken it, and 
if it is not returned to its place in half-an-hour, he will find 
himself in the custody of the police.' 

" The rising anger which the former part of the sentence 
had caused the poor mother, vanished with the latter. 

" * Oh, sir,* she exclaimed, * you do him an injustice ; you 
do indeed. If it is lost, I am sure he could not help it' 

" * Lost, and nearly five hundred pounds in it, and he not 
help it ! * said the old man, pushing his chair back against 
the wall and ringing the bell violently. 'Take my word 
for it, ma'am, that excuse won't answer with me ; I know 
better.* 

" Here the servant girl entered the room. 

" ' Tell your master I want him directly.* 

" The girl left the room on her mission, and Mr. Nugent 
continued. 

"*Let us understand each other, ma*am,* he said. *I 
have had my suspicions of your own and your son*s honesty 
for some time past, but I could hardly suppose that he could 
prove himself such a barefaced villain as he has.* 

« < My son, sir,* said the indignant mother, ' is as honest 
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a man as you are, or as any that lives. You are a wicked 
wretch to say such a thing.' 

"'This is too much,' said Mr. Nugent, as the door 
opened, and his son-in-law, the banker's clerk, entered. 
* Here, Johnson, I have to thank you for this. If it had 
not been for you, this would not have happened. That 
villain, Watkins, pretends he has lost my cash-box.' 

" * That is very unfortunate certainly ; but, first, let us be 
certain that it is lost Shall I go over to the house and 
assist in finding it ? ' 

" * Yes, do ; and, remember, I do not hold you altogether 
blameless in the matter.' 

" ' I do not understand you, sir,' said Mr. Johnson, in a 
highly-oflfended tone. 

** * Yes, sir, you ; why did you advise me not to take 
notice of the letter I received warning me of his conduct ? ' 

"'Because, sir, I would never notice an anonymous 
accusation ; besides, the letter, from its style, appeared to 
have been written by a drunken man, and it would not be 
fair to a person who has hitherto behaved honourably to 
suspect him on such evidence.' 

" ' And yet you see you were wrong.* 

" ' I am not certain of it yet, nor will I form an opinion 
till I have gone deeply into the matter.' 

' And let him get away in the meantime, I suppose.' 
' No, sir,' said the son-in-law, ' I do not mean that ; 
there is a difference between accusing a man of a doubtful 
crime, and using a proper precaution. I will immediately 
go to the inspector of police of that division and put the 
affair in his hands if you authorise me. I shall have no 
hesitation in acting under his advice.' 

" ' Well, then, you had better go immediately. My God, 
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what shall I do ! I have two bills becoming due next 
weeL* 

" * I hope, sir/ said Mrs. Watkins to Mr. Johnson, * you 
will do nothing rashly ; a more honest young man than my 
son never lived.* 

" * I shall act under the inspector's advice, ma'am ; but 
at the same time let me suggest the propriety of your 
allowing me to reach your house before you, as it would 
show that you had no collusion with your son when you 
knew he was going to receive a visit from the police.' 

" * Oh, sir, do what you please ; but do not mention my 
son and the police in the same breath ; you don't know 
him,' said the poor woman bursting into tears. 

" * I do not wish to hurt your feelings, but I must do my 
duty to Mr. Nugent. I think I had better go at once ; of 
course, sir, I have your authority to act according to my 
judgment.' 

" ' Certainly, but leave no stone unturned to find the box ; 
for if you do not, cost what it may, I will punish that fellow 
to the utmost' 

" Mr. Johnson then left the house, and Mrs. Watkins and 
Enmia remained a short time longer attempting to pacify the 
old man'; but, finding they only received insult in return, 
they gave up the attempt and left him to himself. 

"Slowly and sadly the two sorrowing women wended 
their way homeward, little conversation passing between 
them the while. When they arrived they found Mr. John- 
son, William, and an inspector of police in the counting- 
house. They appeared to have been minutely examining the 
premises, and the iron safe, without having been able to arrive 
at any satisfactory conclusion. Many were the questions 
they put to William, all of which he answered in a candid 
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manner. He unhesitatingly admitted that the cash-box had 
been put in his custody, that he had locked it up himself on 
the previous Saturday night, after his visit to Mr. Nugent ; 
that he had occasion to open the safe once in the course of 
the week, but that he had carefully locked it after taking 
from it what he wanted. Of that he was sure. He also 
admitted that the key had remained in his possession the 
whole week, nor did he remember one single instance in 
which it would have been possible for another to have had 
it in his possession, even for a moment, without his know- 
ledge. 

" At last the inspector admitted that it was impossible for 
them to pursue the question further that evening. He pro- 
posed to Mr. Johnson that a policeman should remain in 
the house all night He further informed William that a 
strict watch would be set on all in the house, and that any 
one leaving it would be expected to give an account of his 
actions. To this William could offer no objection ; and 
after a few words in private, Mr. Johnson and the inspector 
left the premises, having first put a policeman in possession, 
who had been waiting outside the house during the search. 

"Sad indeed were the family round their supper-table 
that evening. Had the humble provision before them been 
the greatest delicacies wealth could procure, they would 
have seemed in their mouths dry and tasteless. Few were 
the words they spoke, and these in no way bore upon the 
terrible event of the evening. Even William did not ask 
one question of his mother relative to her visit to his 
employer. Supper over, they still sat silent round the table, 
the only noise heard in the house being the heavy measured 
tread of the policeman as he walked to and fro in the ware- 
house, trying to beguile the weary hours of the night by 
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humming some common tune. Midnight had struck long 
before the family thought of retiring. When William was 
taking leave of his mother, after having kissed her, he 
remained for a moment with her hand in his, gazing on her 
face. Suddenly his eyes filled with tears ; ' Mother, dear 
mother!' he exclaimed, 'can you believe me capable of 
such an act of dishonesty ? ' 

"His mother clasped him round the neck; * William, 
my dear, I would as soon suspect an angel from heaven — 
don't cry, my dear,* she said, the tears streaming down her 
own face — * don't cry, God will never allow the innocent to 
be accused without lending them His aid. It may come 
now, it may come later, but the proof of your innocence 
will come in his good time, be assured.* 

William tenderly embraced her, and .poor Emma, forget- 
ting her accustomed propriety of demeanour in the presence 
of her aunt, kissed him, as she bade him good night, scarcely 
less affectionately than his mother had done. Good night ! 
how little with them did the reality answer to the wish. 
Not one among them closed an eye that night. The pK)lice- 
man in the warehouse, and his fellow in the street, who 
were commissioned to watch the outside of the house, were 
to be envied by the inmates in their beds. 

" At breakfast next morning the swollen eyes of the 
family told each other plainly, without need of words, their 
feelings since they had parted the evening before. Their 
meal was hardly over when Mr. Johnson arrived with a 
police inspector and a detective. They examined with the 
greatest minuteness the whole place, but the lock of the 
safe claimed their particular attention. Not a scratch, not 
a mark on it could they discover, which would lead them to 
imagine that it had been opened by a picklock with a folse 
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key. The inspector and the detective acknowledged that 
they were for the moment at fault. 

" * You must get a search-warrant to-morrow, sir, and we 
will examine the whole of the upper part of the house.' 

" * There is no occasion for a search-warrant/ said Mrs. 
Watkins, who had overheard the latter part of the remark ; 
* you can search now wherever you please.' 

" * If you have no objection,' said the inspector, ' we had 
better do so at once.' 

" Mrs. Watkins offered no hindrance, and the house was 
thoroughly searched from top to bottom, but without any- 
thing being found which could give the slightest clue to the 
discovery of the missing cash-box. 

" When the search was over, the inspector candidly told 
William, that although he was not in custody there was still 
grave suspicion against him, and that a policeman would 
continue on the premises. William of course could make 
no objection, and the inspector and detective, accompanied 
by Mr. Johnson, left the house. After a short conversation, 
the latter went to his home to report to Mr. Nugent the 
result of his visit. Mr. Nugent was furious when he heard 
that the cash-box had not been found, and in spite of the 
remonstrances of his son-in-law, he insisted that William 
should be given into custody on the morrow. 

" Next day William was arrested. Information of the 
robbery, with the numbers of the notes, and the description 
of the bills of exchange, was sent to the different police- 
stations. Inquiries were made by the police in the neigh- 
bourhood respecting the reputation of William, and of the 
family in general, but nothing could be heard of to theii* 
prejudice. The porter's house had been searched, and he 
had been severely questioned, but not the shadow of 

A A 
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suspicion could rest on the man. He spoke of William in 
the highest tenns, but admitted that he had heard frequent 
(}uarrels between the brothers, or rather frequent attacks made 
by Edmond on William because of the latter's love of money ; 
Edmond predicting that if he did not alter his mode of 
thinking he would certainly end badly. The detective also 
drew from Emma an account of the episode at the cabinet- 
maker's in Finsbury Square. He called there in the course 
of the day, and the shopman related clearly enough what 
had taken place. ' He had understood that William, who 
talked of money as if it were very plentiful with him, was 
on the point of purchasing the furniture of a house ; that 
after he had left a person had addressed the porter while he 
was putting up the warehouse shutters, and advised him to 
have no transaction with William, as he was only an 
assistant in a very small house of business, and was very 
poor, and that either he would not be able to pay for the 
articles he might buy, or if he did, that it would not be with 
his own money. After finding, on inquiry, that the descrip- 
tion of William's position was correct, he resolved to get rid 
of him quietly should he call again ; and he kept to his 
resolution.' The detective inquired if the porter were still 
on the establishment, but was informed that he had left ; 
still, should it be material to find him, the shopman thought 
he could succeed. 

*' When William was brought before the magistrate, Mr. 
Nugent attended as a witness. Ill and decrepit as he was, 
he could not forego the satisfaction of appearing against 
. one who, he imagined, had robbed him, and who still con- 
tinued to retain what he had stolen. As this was a prelimi- 
nary examination, the minutias of the case were not gone 
into. Mr. Nugent had employed a legal practitioner of 
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Standing in criminal matters ; and a prima fade case was 
easily made out, and then a remand was asked for. The 
magistrate granted it, and ordered William to be brought 
up again in a week. Mrs. Watkins found that the doctor 
had procured the services of a solicitor for William, and that 
gentleman requested that bail might be taken, which was 
agreed to, and Mrs. Watkins and the doctor immediately 
offered themselves, and were bound over in the sum of two 
hundred pounds each. 

" Next week the home of the Watkins family was one 
of gloom and sorrow. Of course Mrs. Watkins could no 
longer remain in the house. She was obliged, on removing, 
to submit to having her goods searched by the policeman 
on duty. At last nothing more belonging to her remained 
in the house, which was taken possession of by a person 
appointed by Mr. Johnson. 

" Her new residence consisted of two small unfurnished 
rooms in Lambeth. She had chosen that locality on account 
of her being totally unknown there. She was induced to 
adopt this course in consequence of the noise which the 
affair had already caused in the part of the town they had 
been living in, and which had made William the object of 
unpleasant remarks, for his innocence was far from being as 
well established in the minds of his neighbours as it was in 
that of his mother and cousin. Mrs. Watkins had witnessed 
this with profound grief. Though it could not make her 
any way lower the respect she had for her son, or lessen her 
faith in his innocence, it rather increased her love for him ; 
and so it was impossible for her to witness the conviction of 
his guilt in the minds of others without grief for it, and 
terror lest the jury should hold the same opinion. Her sole 
capable friend and adviser was the doctor, and he, although 
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assiduous in his endeavours to calm her mind, and to induce 
reliance in his opinions, was scarcely successful in the more 
material point, the defence of her son, beyond introducing 
her to his solicitor, and persuading her to act under his 
advice. 

" If the conviction of her son's innocence was strong, and 
somewhat doubtful in the sight of the doctor, there was a 
strong feeling. against it in the mind of the lawyer. He had 
had great experience in criminal practice, and the frequency 
of the cases in which plausible manners and an honest 
appearance had been the stock in trade of a rogue, induced 
him to look with suspicion on those qualifications in every 
cause. The short history he had obtained of William's case 
was very far from removing that impression from his mind. 
The anonymous letter which Mr. Nugent had received, was, 
in the first place, a terrible barrier to his believing in 
William's innocence. True, he could demand a sight of 
that letter if it were intended to be produced in evidence, 
but he could hardly guess what would be its effect on the 
jury. Again there was the mysterious conversation which 
had taken place between the stranger and the porter at the 
cabinetmaker's. Added to these were the frequent admoni- 
tions of Edmond to his brother in reference to money, and 
the evidence of Mr. Nugent's porter as to the fact. All 
these, combined with collateral circumstances, went to make 
the honesty of his client doubtful in the lawyer's mind, and 
he feared the result of the trial, not knowing what further 
evidence might be brought forward by the prosecution. 
After much consideration he determined to suggest to Mrs. 
Watkins the idea of a compromise. With that intent, he j ent 
her a letter requesting her attendance at his office next 
morning without fail, particularly advising her to come 
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alone, from the fear he was under that William^ whether 
innocent or guilty, might induce her to reject the advice he 
was about to offer. 

" This letter reached Mrs. Watkins in the nick of time, 
for she was at that moment on the point of leaving the 
house to call on Mr. Nugent to ask him to forego his inten- 
tion of prosecuting her son, and to offer him, as the price of 
his forbearance, as much of the amount lost as it was 
possible for her to raise, on the condition that he should 
give her a letter certifying his full belief in William's 
integrity. True it is that many and apparently insurmount- 
able difficulties presented themselves. This mainly arose 
from her ignorance of the best manner in whidi to put her 
proposition before the irritable old man. Thinking over 
these objections had detained her so long at home, that her 
solicitor's letter reached her before she had started on her 
errand. 

" The next morning Mrs. Watkins was at her solicitor's 
office long before the usual hours of business. When they 
met, and after Mrs. Watkins had been duly installed in the 
client's chair, he opened the proceedings with extreme 
caution, fearing lest the anger of the mother should show 
itself against any proposal for a compromise, and little 
knowing how completely her fear of the impending trial had 
smoothed the way for his arguments. 

" He commenced by assuring her of his complete con- 
viction of William's innocence ; but still, he urged, a certain 
amount of S5rmpathy was due to Mr. Nugent ; and, without 
impeaching his integrity for one moment, a certain amount 
of blame was due to William. 

" ' Pardon me for a moment, hear me speak first, and then 
you will be better able to judge of my reasons,' he said, 
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noticing an expression of angry surprise on the face of the 
mother. ' In the first place, there is no doubt about Mr. 
Nugeot's having lost a considerable sum of money ; and, 
without knowing much of his circumstances, I may say that 
it is probably much more than he could lose without great 
inconvenience. It is certain that this money was committed 
into your son's custody, and that during the time it was in 
his possession it was lost. Now, without, as I said before, 
doubting your son's integrity, it is extremely doubtful, look- 
ing at it in an equitable point of view, whether he is not 
indebted to Mr. Nugent for at least a portion of the sum, 
and if he were able to pay it (which I understand, unfor- 
tunately, is not the case) he ought to do so.' 

** * Though he has not the means, sir, I may possibly have 
them, and to my last shilling I would give it sooner than 
that my son should be put in the disgraceful position of a 
prisoner accused of theft, although he is as innocent of it as 
I am.' 

"'With those feelings, ma'am,' said the solicitor, some- 
what surprised at the readiness with which she fell into his 
views, ' 1 think an arrangement may be come to. It is 
certainly somewhat contrary to law to compromise a felony, 
but still there is occasionally a way of arranging these 
affairs without exactly bringing on the parties concerned so 
disagreeable an accusation. I know something of the 
solicitors for the prosecution. I will call on them this after- 
noon, and have a little conversation with them on the 
subject. Candidly, I think you are right in the view you 
take of the case. No doubt of his innocence could exist in 
the mind of any reasonable person acquainted with the 
truth. At the same time, there is a great tendency in 
human nature to believe the worst of our fellow-creatures ; 
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and, although your son, no doubt, would obtain a verdict 
of "not guilty" by an unprejudiced jury, still, with those 
singular facts in the possession of the prosecution, there 
would always rest a most unpleasant stigma upon him. It 
should also be borne in mind, that juries are not always un- 
prejudiced ; on the contrary, those composed of tradesmen, 
as they frequently are, are exceedingly disposed to look 
severely on any dishonesty in an individual employed by 
one of their class. At present there has been but little 
injury done to his character, but, whether returned guilty or 
not guilty, that will not be the case if he be once brought to 
trial/ 

" To all this Mrs. Watkins readily agreed, and was on the 
point of rising to take her leave. But there was yet one 
point which had not been touched on by the wary solicitor. 

" * But allow me to ask you, Mrs. Watkins, in case they 
should accept a compromise, whether the securities you 
hold are of a description to be easily converted into cash ? ' 

** * I have my furniture, and my annuity which I purchased 
in the Life office, which I suppose I can sell.* 

" ' Certainly,' said the lawyer, making a slight grimace, 
*but of what annual value may the annuity be? for an 
office selling an annuity and purchasing one have fre- 
quently different tables for each transaction, and I am 
afraid, that in the office you mention, that difference will be 
considerable.* 

" ' I paid six hundred pounds for the annuity between 
two and three years since. It cannot be worth much less 
now.* 

" * I am afraid, ma'am, they will hardly be of that opinion, 
or will not very readily admit it ; but, at any rate, there will 
be sufficient to cover the loss. May I ask if you have 
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any other securities which may be more easily turned into 
cash?' 

'^ This question was of course merely asked to discover 
what other property she was possessed of. 

'* ' I am sorry to say/ said the poor woman, trying to 
smile, while her eyes filled with tears, ' that that is all I 
possess in the world.' The smile vanished, but the tears 
remained. 

" ' I am very sorry to hear it,' said the solicitor, with 
more real feeling than he had yet shown. ' However, I will 
call upon the solicitors for the prosecution this afternoon, 
and you had better see me about this time to-morrow, and 
then I will let you know the result. In these kind of trans- 
actions the less that appears on paper the better; at the 
same time, keep up your spirits, and I have no doubt all 
will be arranged.' 

" The solicitor, true to his proposal, called on his brother 
professional engaged in the prosecution, and there, in that 
gentleman's private office, with closed doors, the matter was 
discussed. It took but a short time. Mr. Nugent's solicitor 
knew perfectly well that there was nothing on earth his 
client loved better than money. Angry as he was, that 
passion would sink into insignificance in his breast when 
compared with the probability of his being reimbursed. 
Mrs. Watkins's solicitor also knew that his client would 
part with the last shilling she possessed rather than that her 
son should run the risk, and incur the certain ignominy, 
of a public trial. Both solicitors were honest men ; for, 
though they knew that their personal interests would be 
better served by letting the trial take its course, they de- 
termined, instead, on consulting the interests of their clients, 
and the affair was arranged. Mr. Nugent's solicitor pro- 
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mised to see his client that afternoon, and to communicate 
the result of his interview to the other early the next morning. 
He kept his word, and before Mrs. Watkins had arrived, an 
answer had been received from Mr. Nugent accepting the 
conditions, with the further proviso that, should the whole 
or any part of the money be recovered through the vigilance 
of the police, or otherwise, Mrs. Watkins should have the 
benefit, without further claim or hindrance on the part of 
Mr. Nugent. 

" Although these conditions involved the total ruin of 
Mrs. Watkins, she accepted them without the slightest 
hesitation. There now only remained for her solicitor to 
treat with the life office for the redemption of the annuity. 
This very expensive transaction, through the friendly agency 
of the solicitor of the life office, was terminated with far 
less delay than is usual on such occasions. The money 
was paid over to Mr. Nugent's solicitor, and the affair was 
concluded ; but to such poverty was Mrs. Watkins reduced 
by it, that her own solicitor, out of charity, gave her credit 
for his costs, which he had already reduced to nearly his 
expenses out of pocket. 

" During the negotiations not one word on 'the subject 
had Mrs. Watkins mentioned to her son, knowing perfectly 
well the opposition that he would certainly have raised to 
the transaction. With Emma it was different. She, on the 
contrary, was cognisant of everything which had taken place. 
The change the payment had made in the position of the 
poor women was sad indeed. They would now both have 
to work hard for their scanty daily bread ; and as Emma's 
earnings would, in proportion, be far greater than her 
aunt*s, on her would fall the onus of finding the funds for 
the principal portion of the house-keeping. William, it was 
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true, would be able to add something considerable as soon 
as he again got into employment, but that might not be 
readily, for as he had no reference now, it would be difficult 
for him to find another situation. 

" It was the evening only before the remand was to be 
heard that Mrs. Watkins informed her son of the sacrifice 
she had made. It would be difficult to describe the young 
man's feelings. Although sorry and mortified at the loss of 
income it would occasion his mother, the love and grati- 
tude that overwhelmed him at the time allowed the former 
sentiments to be but little felt. To the assumed calmness 
of his mother when she made the statement, he replied, 
first with a look of such perfect love that her firmness im- 
mediately showed symptoms of failing her, her eyes filled 
with tears, and then, throwing aside all concealment, she 
embraced her son with such effiision, as fully proved the 
intense love she bore him. Not a sentiment nor a feeling 
of her loss was at that moment in the woman's thoughts. 
All the sorrow she had gone through, all the fearful anxiety 
which the impending trial had caused her, had vanished ; 
and, although the -tears flowed rapidly from her eyes, 
perhaps there did not exist at that moment a happier 
woman. Emma, also, who stood by watching them, had 
her share of happiness. She drew her own conclusion as 
to the sort of husband such an affectionate son would make, 
and ,at that moment, the prospect of their union was long 
distant, the happiness to be reached was well worth the time 
it would take to obtain it. 

" Emma was soon again occupied with her pupils. Mrs. 
Watkins was hardly so fortunate. The only one she had 
had in the Italian language now left her to reside in the 
country, and she could not, for some weeks, obtain another. 
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At last one was found ; but, after a little experience, Mrs. 
Watkins found her so dull, that she could make nothing of 
her. Another presented herself, but after the third lesson, 
Mrs. Watkins was informed that there was not the slightest 
probability of her obtaining her money. At last one offered, 
who was qualifying herself as a governess. Although it was 
likely that the lessons would cease after a short time, yet 
while they lasted, they brought in a most desirable addition 
to their income. William, in the meantime, supported 
himself out of his modest savings, and occupied himself all 
day in attempting to procure another situation. 

"Seven months passed over; and, notwithstanding all 
William's exertions, he had not been able to procure fresh 
employment, nor did there appear the slightest probability 
of hi$ obtaining it. Day after day he was occupied in 
his search, and each evening did he return as little ad- 
vanced as when he had left home in the morning. Several 
times he had appeared on the point of succeeding, but 
when it came to the terrible question, 'What are your 
references?' the prospect was closed to him. Had he only 
now first arrived in England, his difficulties would have 
been comparatively trifling to those which continually pre- 
bented themselves. Often his courage gave way ; and he 
more than once found himself wandering up and down in 
front of a house of business, whose proprietor, he was aware, 
wanted an assistant, without the nerve to enter. At last he 
appeared thoroughly down-hearted, and gave up for the 
time any further attempt. 

** One morning he told his mother and Emma that he 
wished to have some serious conversation with them. 

" * I have been, for some time past, my dear mother, 
wishing to break to you and Emma a resolution I have 
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come to, but which I have not had the courage to tell you 
till now. As I find the longer I wait the more terrible the 
task becomes, I am now determined to explain all. I find 
it is impossible for me to obtain employment in England. 
I have not more than forty pounds left of my savings, and 
though that may last me some time, yet when it is spent I 
shall find myself in no better a position than I am in now. 
I have therefore come to the conclusion to try my fortune 
in Australia. I know that there any honest, industrious 
man may succeed. My intention is to try the new settle- 
ment of Melbourne, which, if not a very flourishing town, is 
at least a rising one ; and as soon as I have opened a way 
to gain my own living, I shall write to you and Emma to 
join me there. You now know my plans. I should not 
have mentioned them to you, dear mother, had I not deter* 
mined to carry them out ; and now I have told you all, wish 
me success, and encourage me in my new undertaking.' 

'* It is not to be supposed that an unconditional assent 
wa^ accorded at the first conversation William had with his 
mother on the subject, but it was soon determined on as 
their plan for future operations. Mrs. Watkins, though far 
from young, was still sufficiently so to look upon the journey 
without dread ; and the fact of her having formerly been 
accustomed to travel, smoothed away many difinculties and 
prejudices which might otherwise have appeared as serious 
impediments. The only different suggestion which Mrs. 
Watkins offered was touching the possibility of their all 
leaving England together. But a very little reflection proved 
to her that the expense would be an msuperable obstacle ; 
so she gave way, and it was finally determined that William 
should act as the pioneer of the party, and leave England 
as soon as he conveniently could. Edmond's unhappy con- 
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dition was their only difficulty in the arrangement, yet even 
that was at last finally arranged on. He was to remain where 
he was till it was time for Mrs. Watkins to leave England. 
Then, if he was sufficiently recovered to be removed, he 
was to accompany her; and the hospital authorities were 
of opinion that a considerable improvement in his malady 
had already taken place since his residence among them. 
Should he remain too ill to leave England, however, they 
were then to consider what course to pursue. By this faulty 
reasoning, the probable necessity of their leaving him behind 
was avoided The possibility of the poor fellow's ultimate 
recovery, however, was far from hopeless ; and he improved 
so rapidly, that before William's departure from England 
scarce any vestige of his disease remained, and had it not 
been for a peculiar expression of countenance which be- 
tokened his hallucination, he might have passed without 
remark in any society. William did not inform him of his 
intention to leave England. He thought, and with reason, 
that any shock, however slight, might bring on a relapse ; 
and he therefore left it to his mother to break the circum- 
stance to his brother after his departure. 

** William now began to make active preparations for the 
voyage. He engaged a steerage passage in a ship bound for 
Melbourne. His outfit was of the most modest description, 
so much so, that out of his little savings nearly ten pounds 
remained when he was ready to sail. About this there was 
some friendly altercation between him and his mother, he 
wishing to leave this sum with her as some compensation 
for the trouble she had sustained, whilst she, on the contrary, 
wanted to add something from her own moderate means 
towards a fund in hand for him when he landed. The affair 
ended by each keeping the money which belonged to them. 
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Further arrangements had to be entered into. William 
offered to regularly send half his earnings to England to 
assist his mother, but this she resolutely forbade. And she 
was not without strong reason to back her. She remarked 
that if they were ultimately to join him in Australia, it would 
be necessary for him to have some home to receive them ; 
and the more money he forwarded to England, the longer 
would be the time before they met lie had better, she 
said, reserve and employ his earnings in the colony. She 
had no doubt that God would bless her own and Emma's 
exertions, and she had no fear of their being able to main- 
tain themselves in respectability and comfort till he should 
be able to receive them. Then the sale of their remaining 
furniture would suffice to pay their passage money ; or, if 
not, and Edmond should be able to accompany them, they 
could easily write to Melbourne for assistance. 

** The day at last arrived for his departure. We wiD draw 
a veil over their leave-taking. Suffice it to say, it was such 
as might be expected, when a mother is about to lose, per- 
haps for years, her eldest and much-loved son ; and when 
a loving girl takes leave of a lover whom she adores, and 
who quits her to acquire the ^sufficient and honourable means 
of maintaining her. 




CHAPTER XVIII. 

MEMORY IN MADNESS — Continued, 

E will first accompany William on his travels. The 
ship in which he had taken his passage was a 
fine-built clipper, which had been for several 
years in the Australian trade, and was celebrated, in adver- 
tisement phraseology, for making her voyages with regularity 
and dispatch. She carried of course an experienced surgeon, 
who, like many others in those days, was a worthless drunken 
fellow, who drowned in mm the feelings of contempt he was 
held in by all on board, whose characters were not as totally 
gone as his own. The ship was crowded, and perhaps a 
more motley collection of mortals had never been collected 
together. Among the chief cabin passengers were several 
of undoubted respectability. They were married men and 
their families leaving England to invest in sheep-farming or 
in trade a small capital that might realise a good return, but 
which in England was too trifling to yield more, with inces- 
sant anxiety, than the common necessaries of life ; two or 
three merchants who had visited England on business, and 
were now returning to Australia ; two were solicitors bound 
on obtaining, in a young and flourishing colony, a footing 
which, after years of honourable endeavour, they had failed 
to obtain in England. To these were added more than one 
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officer in the army, who had sold their half-pay for a trifle, 
and had, with their wives and families, determined, without 
any definite plan, to rise to opulence in another quarter of 
the globe. 

"But if the inhabitants of the chief cabin were of a mixed 
description, those in the steerage offered to the observer a 
far more singular combination. Broken-down farmers with- 
out a shilling more than was sufficient to pay for their 
passage, expecting that in Australia the earth would provide 
them with crops, without their having even the money to 
purchase seed. Idle young men, who would not work in 
England, and whose friends, tired of their worthlessness, 
had paid a steerage passage for them, and had thanked God 
they were rid of them at last Broken-down tradesmen, 
with characters too bad to obtain credit for even the stock 
of a chandler's shop at home. More than one individual 
was there, who before the ship left England watched with 
anxiety every stranger who came on board, and who was 
seen talking to the officers. There were others whose 
countenances told at first glance the confirmed drunkard. 
Others, young men, although poor, were so respectable in 
appearance that they carried about them a certificate for 
ability and integrity. Broken-down horse-chaunters, second- 
rate musicians ; in fact, every class of character, from the 
highest respectability like William's, to the lowest vagabond 
who possessed means of paying the passage, were here 
huddled together. 

"Female society in the steerage was as mixed as the 
male. The modest-looking young girl, the brazen profligate 
with a sanctimonious varnish on her face, fresh fi-om sonie 
east-end workhouse, whither she had been sent, after work* 
ing out her punishment as a ' drunk and disorderly/ to be 
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reformed by the chaplain, and who was now on her passage 
to the colony as a respectable female servant. The poor 
pale-faced, half- taught governess; the old -woman with 
hardly a year's life in her, going out to join a son who had 
done well since he had left England ; young wives, evidently 
soon expecting to be mothers, certainly before the end of 
the voyage, and whose babies, when bom, would as certainly 
die before the ship would reach land ; and young girls of 
thirteen or fourteen. All these were mixed up without 
distinction — old and young, sickly and healthy, virtuous or 
worthless — there to seethe together for the next four months, 
without any possibility of separation, the bad certainly con- 
taminating the good, but the good utterly without influence 
on the bad. 

" A few weeks after the ship left England the character 
of each passenger was perfectly well known to the rest, and 
acquaintances and friends were made, according to the 
several tastes of the individuals. William fortunately was 
in a berth with three other young men of respectable 
character; and his time passed, all circumstances con- 
sidered, tolerably agreeably. One acquaintance he had 
made among the chief cabin passengers, which afterwards 
greatly influenced his career in the colony. Mr. Fortescue 
was the younger son of a wealthy and aristocratic English 
family. In his youth he had been wild and extravagant, so 
much so, that his father, after paying his debts more than 
once, Anally cast him off, and died without leaving him a 
shilling. He was well educated and accomplished, had 
travelled much in Europe, and was an excellent Italian 
scholar. It was possibly due to this circumstance that the 
intimacy, or rather acquaintanceship, sprung up between him 
and William. Ten years before Mr. Fortescue had left 

B B 
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England for Australia almost penniless, but a run of good 
fortime had there befallen him, and he was now a man of 
considerable property. He had a fine sheep-walk about 
fifty miles from Melbourne, and besides that, he conducted 
a business as a merchant or storekeeper. He had just been 
on a visit to England, having left his sheep-walk to the 
care of his shepherds, who were again superintended by a 
large landholder in the neighbourhood. His store, in the 
meantime, had been managed by an assistant, in whose 
integrity, however, his faith was not strong. 

" After he had obtained a better knowledge of William, 
he made him an offer to go into the store, if he could 
find no other employment — ^at any rate, he could remain 
there till something better presented itself. William, 
who had neither friend nor acquaintance in the colony, 
readily agreed to the proposal, and it, happily, turned out a 
most beneficial arrangement for him. 

" The ship, as usual, made a rapid passage. There were 
four deaths, that of three children, and one old woman, but 
the others all arrived safely in Melbourne, and William and 
his new friend, after a few days' rest in that town, started 
off for the sheep-walk. 

" When Mr. Fortescue arrived at his store he found much 
to displease him, all his suspicions of want of integrity in 
his assistant proved to have been well founded. Not only 
had the accounts been kept in a most irregular manner, but 
it was apparent that the confusion was rather the effect of 
purpose than of carelessness or ignorance. They were 
evidently intended to conceal defalcations to a considerable 
amount. After a hurried visit to his sheep-walk, which, on 
the other hand, was in perfect order, and in a most flourisb- 
ing condition, he commenced with William a complete audit 
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of the accounts of the store. The assistant did not wait for 
this inspection to be finished, but went off without notice 
the second night after it was begun. He had in vain 
endeavoured to clear up two or three transactions, through 
which dishonesty appeared in a rather glaring manner ; and, 
dreading the effect of Mr. Fortescue's anger when he should 
discover the still greater defalcations, he prudently de- 
camped, and with such success, that, in spite of all his 
employer's efforts, he was never afterwards to be found. 
Mr. Fortescue, highly pleased with William's business 
capabilities, as shown in the investigation which had been 
gone through, installed him with a salary of one hundred 
pounds a year in the situation the late assistant had so 
unworthily filled. 

" William now wrote a long letter to his mother, and a 
still longer one to Emma, giving them the particulars of his 
voyage, telling them of his good fortune in finding immediate 
occupation under so good an employer, and his hopes that, 
in proportion as he made himself useful, his salary would 
be increased. If it were not, he said, he had no doubt 
that, after having saved as much as his first year's salary, he 
should be able to open a store of his own, and then he 
could look forward to their again happily meeting. More 
than this he said in his letter to Emma, which it would now 
be useless to dwell upon. 

" Things continued to prosper with William. He became 
known to many of the owners of property for miles round, 
and his amiable manners and business qualities gained him 
the good-will of all who made his acquaintance. Seven 
months after he had despatched his letters to England he 
received the answers. His mother's letter only shall be 
quoted. In it she informed him that * since his departure 
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but little had occurred worthy of especial notice, and that 
little was of an ordinary character. Her health, and also 
that of Emma, had been good. The latter had several 
pupils, who, if not able to pay her a remunerative price for 
her lessons, contributed sufficient for their comfortable main- 
tenance, and they could now continue in their present 
lodgings till they heard from him again. The only piece of 
news which was really interesting, was the great improve- 
ment which had taken place in Edmond. So great had it 
been that, in case it continued to improve for the next six 
months in the manner it had done during the last, he would 
be able to join them in their passage out. Mrs. Watkins 
dwelt strongly on this part of her letter, as the possibility of 
being obliged to leave Edmond in England was the only 
drawback to her wish to join her beloved son in Australia. 
The letter concluded by expressing a hope that they would 
soon receive notice for them to leave England. But he 
was not to think of sending them over the necessary funds 
till he could do so with comfort to himself, and without any 
detriment to his prospects in the colony.' 

" William, when he received the letter, was doubtful in 
his own mind whether it would not be better to speak to 
his employer, either asking for an increase of salary, or 
informing him that it would be necessary to leave him, at 
the same time stating that he should not do so till Mr. 
Fortescue had found some one to supply his place. His 
mother's letter determined him on the point. He only 
waited till Mr. Fortescue should return from his sheep-walk, 
where he had latterly been residing, to put his purpose into 
execution. At last that gentleman arrived, but William's 
heart failed him the moment he wished to speak. He 
reflected on the kindness and consideration which that 
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gentleman had shown him, and it seemed almost like ingra- 
titude on his part to leave him, now that he had found 
his services valuable. Fortunately, Mr. Fortescue himself 
smoothed away the difficulty. On examining the books 
and reckoning the transactions which had taken place 
during his absence, he one morning addressed William as 
follows : — 

" * Since I saw you, Watkins, I have added greatly to my 
sheep-walk, and it will now require so much of my time that 
I shall have little to give to the store. I would offer it to 
you if you had the capital to purchase it, but if it would 
meet your views, I propose that we enter into partnership, 
and on such terms that we have each an equal interest in it. 
The business has certainly increased greatly since it has 
been under your management. Every one who has met 
you is pleased with you, and if you continue in the same 
manner it will put some hundreds a-year into the pockets of 
both. I think the offer a fair one. I will find capital and 
you labour, and as our separate departments will not clash, 
I think we shall be able to go on well together. Now, what 
say you?' 

" It may easily be imagined what answer William gave. 
He saw every prospect of the arrangement being a lucrative 
one, and he readily accepted it. The articles of partnership 
were drawn up by a solicitor resident in the place, and 
William then wrote to his mother the joyful intelligence, 
concluding his letter with the hope that in the next she 
would receive from him, after her answer to his present 
communication, he would send instructions for her to leave 
England. 

'* But another change had taken place in William's pros- 
pects before he received his mother's answer to his letter. 
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His partner, Mr. Fortescue, in consequence of over-exertion 
in arranging the affairs of his new purchase, as well as 
exposure to wet, was seized with fever. Though slight at 
first, it soon betrayed features of a severe form, probably 
owing to the little care he had taken of himself at its com- 
mencement. He lingered on for some time, when the fever 
abated, but do distressing was the weakness it left, and so 
utterly inoperative were the remedies used to restore his 
strength, that even he, with all the easy faith of a man 
wishing to live, could not shut his eyes to the probable 
speedy termination of his malady. He, however, was a 
strong-minded man, and determined, if necessary, to meet 
death with calmness and fortitude. He sent for the same 
solicitor who had drawn up the articles of partnership, and 
collectedly made his will. Afterwards, his malady increasing, 
he quietly resigned himself to his fate. A clergyman, who 
resided in the neighbourhood, frequently visited him to 
administer the solace of religion, and in William he found a 
confidential friend and sympathising companion. Three 
months after his first attack, Mr. Fortescue expired, and a 
new era was opened in William's life. 

" Immediately after the funeral, Mr. Fortescue's will was 
read. He had appointed his solicitor and William as his 
executors. To his solicitor, with whom he had been ac- 
quainted many years, he left five hundred pounds. To 
William he not only left his interest in the store, but a small 
house, with six or seven acres of garden attached to it, in 
the outskirts of Melbourne. The place was of little value, 
the house, or hut, being in a most dilapidated condition, 
and the land poor and unproductive. It had been inhabited 
by a gardener before it came into Mr. Fortescue's posses- 
sion ; but the man, finding the enterprise did not pay, gave 
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it up, and Mr. Fortescue had never been able to procure 
another tenant for it. His sheep-runs and sheep he had 
ordered to be sold, and after a mortgage, which was held by 
an insurance company in Sydney, had been paid off, he left 
the surplus to his only relative, an old aunt residing in 
Ireland. 

" The executors had to meet frequently to determine on 
the course to be pursued in winding up the affairs, for 
several difficulties presented themselves. The solicitor was 
an excellent man of business, as well as honourable, and 
skilful in his profession. He had, in common with his late 
friend, Mr. Fortescue, a high opinion of William's good 
qualities. He found that he was a young man of great 
capability and activity ; and as the solicitor was a married 
man with a large family, and of somewhat delicate constitu- 
tion, the active portion of the executorship, which necessi- 
tated a voyage to Sydney as well as to England, he proposed 
to leave in William's hands. If, in one way, this suited 
William's views, in another, the, leaving of the business, 
which was daily becoming more valuable, an insuperable 
impediment was offered. But even this difficulty met with 
a solution. As the solicitor not only wanted to invest his 
legacy, but some savings he had made beside, he proposed 
to William to purchase Mr. Fortescue's portion of the 
business. The offer agreed so well vrith William's views, 
that the preliminaries were immediately entered into, and 
the whole affair speedily arranged. The solicitor was to 
pay William for half the book-debts, which amounted to 
about ;£i,40o, and as much more as would raise the sum 
to ;^ 1,000. Of course, William's travelling expenses were 
to be paid out of Mr. Fortescue's estate, as well as all 
other disbursements incidental to the trust. All was soon 
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settled. With little difficulty, William's partner found a 
purchaser for the sheep-walk and the farm. The whole 
realised about ;;^24,ooo, out of which ;;^7,ooo had to be 
placed to the redemption of the mortgage. The remainder 
was then remitted to England, whither William was to go, 
as soon as the payment of the mortgage money was com- 
pleted in Sydney. 

" When William left Melbourne, the next mail from 
England was expected in about a fortnight. As his letters 
from his mother were to be directed to the post-office, he 
doubted for some time whether he would have them for- 
warded to Sydney. At last, he concluded that, as his 
business in New South Wales might very soon be termi- 
nated, and that if he ordered them to be sent after him, 
they might cross in his way back to Melboume, he dedded 
to leave them till his return. William*s voyage to Sydney 
was favourable enough, but he had not sufficiently calculated 
on the law's delay when he had promised himself a speedy 
return. For several weeks he was, day by day, expecting 
the end, but when the morrow came he found the case 
again postponed. At last, after an absence from home of 
two months, everything was got finished, and he returned to 
Melboume. 

"He found, at the post-office, letters from his mother 
and Emma. The principal news they contained was that 
Edmond had completely recovered ; that he had left the 
hospital, and was residing with them ; that Emma, at the 
moment of their writing, was too unwell, owing to cold on the 
chest, to continue her lessons, and that this, with the extra 
expenditure occasioned by Edmond*s residence with them, 
had caused an inroad on their finances. Still, however, 
they had enough left to last them till the arrival of his next 
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letter, when they should all leave England for Australia. 
She also informed him that they still remained at the same 
lodging, where they were most kindly treated, and where 
they had been fortunate enough to secure a bedroom for 
Edmond. 

" William's first act, after reading his mother's letter, was 
to pay into his banker the sum of fifty pounds to her credit 
He then secured a passage on board a ship which was to 
sail for England in a week or ten days at latest. He after- 
wards wrote to his mother, advising her of the remittance, 
and informing her that in less than a month after she had 
received it he would be with her once more in England, 
and that they should return to Australia together. He then 
visited his partner to give an account of his proceedings. 
These being satisfactorily arranged, he took his leave and 
returned to Melbourne, and after a few days' delay set sail 
for England. 

" For the first three weeks all went on prosperously on 
board ship, but on the fourth a terrible change for the worse 
took place. During a fearful gale, one night, the mainmast 
was carried away. The gale continued for several days, 
and when it subsided the ship was a complete wreck, and it 
was impossible for her to continue her voyage to England. 
The captain therefore steered for Pemambuco, where the 
vessel arrived in safety. Here, after a detention of six weeks, 
they again put to sea ; but as the repairs had not been made 
in a very efficient manner, and as the captain was afraid of 
carrying much sail, the joimiey was particularly tedious. 
However, the longest day must have an end, and William's 
voyage at last terminated. Six months after he had left 
Melbourne he arrived in London. 

" Of course, his first care on landing was to visit hi^ 
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mother. He hurried with palpitating heart to the address 
in Lambeth, and knocked at the door. It was opened by 
a respectable-looking woman, a total stranger to him« He 
was on the point of rushing up-stairs, but he restrained 
himself, and asked if Mrs. Watkins was at home. 

" ' Nobody of that name lives here/ was the reply. 

" * Not here ? This is No. 7, is it not ?' 

" ' Certainly it is.' 

" * How long has she left it?' he inquired. 

" * I do not know. Nobody of that name has lived in 
the house since I have been in it.' 

" * How long have you lived here ?* 

" * About six months.' 

" * Do you know where I can find the person who lived 
here before you ?' 

" * No, I do not. She has left the neighbourhood I have 
heard.' 

" At that moment a neighbour passed. 

" * Mrs. Jones,' the woman continued, * who was it lived 
here before I came? I mean, who kept the house ?* 

" ' Mrs. Owen.' 

" * Do you know where she has gone?' inquired William. 

" ' No, I do not, poor woman ; but she is in a workhouse 
I have heard.' 

" * Do you know,' said William, * where I can find a lodger 
who lived with her, a Mrs. Watkins ?' 

" * I do not ; but if I did, I am afraid she would not much 
like it should be known.' 

"* Why not?' 

" * Because her circumstances can't be much better than 
those of Mrs. Owen ; and as she was very respectable, I am 
afraid she would not like any one to find her out.' 



MEMORY IN MADNESS. 379 

" ' Good God 1 you don't say so. Pray tell me, if you 
can, where I can hear of her. I am her son, and I have just 
arrived in England. I have not seen her for more than two 
years.* 

" * Come in, Mrs. Jones,' said the woman of the house, 
* and perhaps you may be able to tell the gentleman some- 
thing which may help him to find out where his mother 
lives.' 

" Mr. Jones complied, and they all three went into the 
little parlour. 

'' ' I am sure, sir, I do not know what I can tell you that 
will be of any use.' 

" ' But pray,' said William, * tell me what made her leave 
this house ?' 

" * Well, poor woman, she was infamously treated, to be 
sure. The landlady got behindhand in her rent, and the 
landlord sent in an execution on her goods. Mrs. Watkins, 
when she heard of it, hired a cart to take away her fur- 
niture ; but the broker would not let it go, saying that it 
also was answerable for the rent Well, Mrs. Watkins tried 
to prove that, as she did not owe the money, her goods 
ought not to be taken; but the broker's man would have 
them. While they were disputing about the matter, the poor 
young fellow who had not been right in his head came in, 
as well as the niece, the poor girl that's in a consumption, 
and they tried to persuade the man to let the things go, but 
it was of no use. Their goods were seized and sold. My 
heart bled for them, if it was only for that young girl, ill as 
she was, to be driven from house and home without a place 
to go to. Where they are now I can't tell you, and what's 
more, I don't know anybody about here that can.' 

" This recital had such an effect on William that he cried 
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like a child. The women, in kind homely language, tried 
to console him, and to show him the necessity of immediate 
action. By an effort, he partially recovered himself. He 
begged of them to make inquiries of their friends if they 
could find any one acquainted with his mother, and also 
informed them that he would cheerfully pay them for any 
trouble they might take. They offered to use their best 
endeavours, and, after promising to call on them the next 
day, he left the house. 

" When in the street, he began to think on some settled 
plan of action, but could not bring his mind to dwell steadily 
on one point. After wandering about for some time, he 
determined to call on the doctor who had befriended them 
so much, but he found that he had given up practice and 
had retired into the country. He then, without much hope 
of success, called at Mr. Nugent*s house of business ; but 
he found that it was now occupied by a person who carried 
on a totally different business, and who knew nothing about 
William's family. He called at the banker's, and found that 
the remittance he had forwarded to his mother still remained 
untouched. Lastly, he visited the solicitor who had defended 
him ; but all the intelligence he could give was, that all costs 
had been punctually paid by Mrs. Watkins, and that since 
that time he had totally lost sight of her. Utterly depressed 
by these repeated disappointments, William at last returned 
almost broken-hearted to his hotel. 




CHAPTER XIX. 

MEMORY IN MADNESS — Continued, 

IE must now return to Mrs. Watkins and her troubles. 
For some time after William's departure things 
went on smoothly enough. Emma continued to 
keep her pupils in the neighbourhood of Finsbury Square. 
Mrs. Watkins unfortunately had no pupils, notwithstanding 
all her efforts to obtain them. At last she applied herself 
to the sole occupation open to respectable women in mis- 
fortune — needlework. Being tolerably expert as a seam- 
stress, she had but little difficulty in finding work ; but, oh, 
how small the remuneration she received for it 1 Still it 
assisted Emma, and they contrived to live on the whole com- 
fortably together, looking forward with delight to the time 
when they should join William in Australia. Nor were they 
without some happiness in the interim. Mrs. Watkins, in 
her fi-equent visits to Edmond in Bethlem, noticed each time 
a considerable improvement, and the report of the medical 
authorities confirmed her in the opinion she had formed. 
At the end of his first year's sojourn, Mrs. Watkins was in- 
formed that if he continued to improve in the same manner 
during the next three months, he would be considered 
sufficiently recovered to leave the establishment. 

" This information, pleasing enough in itself to the devoted 
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mother, was at the same time a source of anxiety. True it 
was that she had yet some few pounds left of her foraier 
money, as well as the modest furniture of her apartment ; 
but that would not last long, should anything occur to 
deprive her or Emma of the means of obtaining a livelihood. 
Certainly she could calculate on enough to last them for six 
months ; so, in case of need, she would have time to com- 
municate with William in Melbourne, and receive his answer 
before all was expended. To domg this, however, she had 
a great aversion, partly owing to a foolish sentiment that it 
was the parent's duty to maintain the child. The active, 
energetic young man in Australia, was still to her very much 
the same beautiful creature that twenty years before, in 
Italy, stood by her knee and overwhelmed her with childish 
questions as to the manner in which God lighted up the stars 
one by one, and how many angels He had to help Him. 
Again, with more worldly wisdom, she argued that the more 
money he had with him in the colony, the greater would be 
his facilities to increase the amount, and thus the sooner 
they would meet again. 

" The day arrived for Edmond to return home, and great 
was his joy to find himself once more at liberty. His mother 
had been fortunate enough to engage a room for him in the 
house she lived in; for though Edmond was apparently 
cured, she had received instructions from the ph3rsician of 
the hospital to watch him carefully, and not to allow any- 
thing to startle or excite him. This advice, it need hardly 
be said, was fully acted upon, both by his mother and 
Emma. Every attention in their power was given to the 
poor fellow. He, however, appeared not to require it. In 
his manner there was nothing to indicate the calamity under 
which he had been sulBfering, and at last his mother even 
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began to entertain hopes that he might be able to meet with 
some light emplo}rment, which would enable him to assist 
them in their housekeeping. It, however, appeared impos- 
sible to obtain this ; and Edmond remained on their hands 
a heavy expense, without other hope of return than the 
pleasure the two kind-hearted women had in assisting him. 

" Some months passed without anything particularly 
worthy of notice occurring ; at last a terrible calamity befel 
them. Emma was seized with inflammation of the lungs, 
which threw her for some time on a bed of sickness. When 
it subsided it left a weakness so distressing, as to cause very 
alarming fears in the mind of her aunt that consumption 
would be brought on by it More than once Emma failed 
in commencing her lessons again. Terribly was this mis- 
fortune felt by them all There was not only the alarm 
it occasioned to Mr^ Watkins and Edmond ; but, as Emma 
was the principal bread-finder of the establishment, her 
illness was a frightful pecuniary loss to them as well. Still 
they struggled on, till circumstances became so bad, that 
Mrs. Watkins determined on writing to William, and begging 
him either to send them the means of joining him, or, if 
that should not be possible, at least something to assist 
them in England. 

"The letter had been despatched more than a month, 
and they were beginning to calculate when William would 
receive it, when a second shock came, less terrible, it is 
true, than Emma's illness, but enough to cause them great 
anxiety. This was the distress levied on the goods of the 
house for rent due by the landlady. In vain did Mrs. 
Watkins plead that she had regularly paid her rent, which 
assertion she substantiated by producing the receipts ; the 
law was imperative. The landlady owed the money, and 
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the law, which certainly was not just, gave her creditor tbe 
right to seize Mrs. Watkins's goods in part payment of the 
amount. There was, however, no help for it, and the 
unfortunate family meekly bowed their heads to the inflic- 
tion and sought another lodging. 

" Their new abode was poverty-stricken indeed. By the 
good offices of the broker's man they had contrived to save 
some bedding, three chairs, and some crockery, as well as 
a few common articles of furniture for their kitchen, and 
these they put in two small rooms in a bye-street in Bethnal 
Green. A considerable portion of the few pounds the poor 
woman had left went to purchase the remaining furniture 
that they needed. 

" To their great sorrow, Emma's illness returned in con- 
sequence of a cold caught while they were moving. The 
excitement caused by their misfortune had also a most 
prejudicial ejQfect on Edmond. For some time his mother 
was in great fear of a relapse ; as it was, his mind was con- 
siderably worse than when he left the hospital. His manner 
of talking was frequently incoherent; and, though, after 
they had been a week in their new lodging, no increase of 
the disease was visible, still he required constant attention. 
Three months had elapsed since they had despatched their 
letter to William, and fully three months remained before 
they could possibly obtain an answer. How to make their 
scanty means last till that time was for poor Mrs. Watkins 
a fearful problem. Economy, such as only a respectable 
Bethnal Green needlewoman can practise (and amongst 
them a shilling will cover an amount of the necessaries of 
life that would astonish a denizen of the west-end), would 
not enable her to tide over the time. True, she had work 
at waistcoat making, at which, by working eighteen hours a 
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day, and with a little assistance from Emma, she could earn 
nine shillings a week ; but three shillings of this had to be 
paid for their lodging, leaving only six shillings for the 
maintenance of the three. Scarcity of food soon began to 
leave its effects on the countenances of the family, and the 
hollow cheeks of her niece and son seemed a continual 
reminder to the poor widow to devise some means of 
increasing their comforts. 

" One evening after her visit to the outfitters for whom 
she worked, Mrs. Watkins relumed home evidently in great 
mental distress. Edmond noticed it and asked his mother 
the cause. He could get no reply, and Enmia in her turn 
was equally unsuccessful. Shame and sorrow combined to 
cause the poor woman's emotion, and she wanted to conceal 
it from others. She had that afternoon applied to the 
parish for relief, a thing in itself terribly painful to a respect- 
able woman, and to add to her annoyance she had been 
refused by the officers. 

" She was told that if she would come into the house and 
pick oakum, she would be sheltered and fed until her proper 
settlement could be discovered ; but they would allow her 
no out-door relief. She was also given to understand, that 
if she came in she would be separated both from Edmond 
and from Enmia — from the former immediately, and from 
the latter as soon as her own parish could be determined 
on. This, of course, had the effect which the parish officials 
intended, — to drive her away. The poor woman left them 
distressed and degraded. 

" Edmond, although his mother refused to give him any 
information, understood that there was something wrong, 
and apparently concluded that pecuniary distress was the 
cause. Unable to assist her, and helpless himself, he 

c c 
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the law, which certainly was not just, gave her creditor the 
right to seize Mrs. Watkins's goods in part payment of the 
amount. There was, however, no help for it, and the 
unfortunate family meekly bowed their heads to the inflic- 
tion and sought another lodging. 

" Their new abode was poverty-stricken indeed. By the 
good offices of the broker's man they had contrived to save 
some bedding, three chairs, and some crockery, as well as 
a few common articles of furniture for their kitchen, and 
these they put in two small rooms in a bye-street in Bethnal 
Green. A considerable portion of the few pounds the poor 
woman had left went to purchase the remaining furniture 
that they needed. 

" To their great sorrow, Emma's illness returned in con- 
sequence of a cold caught while they were moving. The 
excitement caused by their misfortune had also a most 
prejudicial effect on Edmond. For some time his mother 
was in great fear of a relapse ; as it was, his mind was con- 
siderably worse than when he left the hospital. His manner 
of talking was frequently incoherent; and, though, after 
they had been a week in their new lodging, no increase of 
the disease was visible, still he required constant attention. 
Three months had elapsed since they had despatched their 
letter to William, and fully three months remained before 
they could possibly obtain an answer. How to make their 
scanty means last till that time was for poor Mrs. Watkins 
a fearful problem. Economy, such as only a respectable 
Bethnal Green needlewoman can practise (and amongst 
them a shilling will cover an amount of the necessaries of 
life that would astonish a denizen of the west-end), would 
not enable her to tide over the time. True, she had work 
at waistcoat making, at which, by working eighteen hours a 



MEMORY IN MADNESS. 385 

day, and with a little assistance from Emma, she could earn 
nine shillings a week ; but three shillings of this had to be 
paid for their lodging, leaving only six shillings for the 
maintenance of the three. Scarcity of food soon began to 
leave its effects on the countenances of the family, and the 
hollow cheeks of her niece and son seemed a continual 
reminder to the poor widow to devise some means of 
increasing their comforts. 

" One evening after her visit to the outfitters for whom 
she worked, Mrs. Watkins returned home evidently in great 
mental distress. Edmond noticed it and asked his mother 
the cause. He could get no reply, and Emma in her turn 
was equally unsuccessful. Shame and sorrow combined to 
cause the poor woman's emotion, and she wanted to conceal 
it from others. She had that afternoon applied to the 
parish for relief, a thing in itself terribly painful to a respect- 
able woman, and to add to her annoyance she had been 
refused by the officers. 

" She was told that if she would come into the house and 
pick oakum, she would be sheltered and fed until her proper 
settlement could be discovered ; but they would allow her 
no out-door relief. She was also given to understand, that 
if she came in she would be separated both from Edmond 
and from Emma — from the former immediately, and from 
the latter as soon as her own parish could be determined 
on. This, of course, had the effect which the parish officials 
intended, — to drive her away. The poor woman left them 
distressed and degraded. 

*' Edmond, although his mother refused to give him any 
information, understood that there was something wrong, 
and apparently concluded that pecuniary distress was the 
cause. Unable to assist her, and helpless himself, he 
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wandered about ^ith a half-idiotic expression. Occasion- 
ally, however, he would get into fits of violent excitement. 
Frequently the police had to conduct him home in con- 
sequence of his eccentric conduct in the streets. So bad at 
last did his malady become that there remained only one 
alternative for Mrs. Watkins, and that was to get him re- 
admitted into Bethlem Hospital ; but this required some 
time to accomplish. This was another loss to her. She 
had more than one visit to make to the Hospital before all 
the formalities were got through, and the time she was thus 
occupied had to be made up by increased diligence at her 
needle. In the meantime Edmond's malady increased so 
rapidly that his mother was obliged to deliberate whether 
she had not better ask for the assistance of the parochial 
authorities, when £dmond took a step which relieved her 
from this necessity, while it increased her anxiety. 

" One evening, while waiting for his retum, they had 
delayed their tea till so late an hour, that they determined 
to postpone it till supper-time. Supper-time came, but 
Edmond did not make his appearance. No matter — ^the 
patient woman and the sick girl still watched, worked, and 
waited. The night passed, but Edmond had not returned. 

" Early next moming Mrs. Watkins went to the police 
station, and requested to see the inspector. She informed 
him of Edmond's disappearance, of her anxiety on his 
account, and spoke of the poverty of her circumstances 
which precluded the possibility of her olQfering any reward. 
She was listened to with attention and sympathy, and was 
then asked for a description of her son, which was minutely 
taken down. The inspector then promised that informa- 
tion of her son's absence from home should immediately 
be forwarded to all the police stations in the metropolis. 
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and as soon as any news should be received of him, he 
would send a messenger to her house. 

" Though they did not stir from their room, little work 
was done by either Mrs. Watkins or Emma that day ; there 
they sat motionless, with needles in their hands, and their 
work before them. Night came on, and Mrs. Watkins 
again visted the police station, but no news of Edmond 
had been received. The next day passed over with similar 
lack of success. The third morning Mrs. Watkins took 
some work home to the outfitters. It was examined in its 
turn, but a different criticism was passed on it to what she 
had been hitherto accustomed to hear. 

" * It was very badly, very carelessly done,' the foreman 
said. * He hoped that this would never occur again. In 
the interest of his employers, he must deduct something from 
the amount due to her. He should deduct two shillings.' 

" The poor woman, with tears in her eyes, begged for 
mercy. * She had been so unfortunate with her poor boy. 
Her mind had been running upon him during the time she 
was at work, and that was, without doubt, the reason of its 
defects.' * I can't help that,' said the foreman, * I must 
look to my employer's interests. I should not be doing my 
duty to him if I did not deduct the money. I am very 
sorry, but there is no use talking any more about it. How- 
ever, I'll give you an extra number of shirts to bring home 
next Friday, and so if you work hard and well by that time, 
you will make up the loss.' 

" Finding that there was no use in pleading poverty, she 
took up the new work he had offered, and left the house. 
On her road she called at the police station, but they had 
received no intelligence of Edmond. 

" When she reached home, she found Emma too ill to 
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assist her in her work ; indeed the poor girl fell off in 
strength day by day. The parish surgeon attended her, 
and as far as skilful advice and kindness went, nothing 
better could have been desired; but as his remuneration 
from the parochial authorities averaged something under 
sixpence for each case, he finding his own medicines, the 
food and medical comforts necessary for her complaint were 
far below its requirements. 

" Mrs. Watkins, however, resolutely worked on. By this 
time her arms and fingers had got so accustomed to the 
mechanical movement that she appeared to continue it when 
more than half-asleep. Night succeeded day, and day suc- 
ceeded night ; still, with the exception of a few hours' rest, 
a very short time for their scanty meals, and a few minutes 
daily spent in purchasing necessaries, or thread, the poor 
woman continued her monotonous work in the same spot, 
on the same chair. Occasionally Emma rose from her bed 
to assist her, but with little effect ; in a short time she was 
again obliged to desist, as the bending over the needle 
brought on a distressing cough. 

" Wednesday came and their exchequer was exhausted. 
It was now necessary to raise money by the same means they 
had lately been firequently obliged to resort to. Piece by 
piece their wardrobe had found its way to the pawnbroker's, 
and now it required some consultation as to what article of 
dress should be devoted to raising the means for their 
breakfast. At last, Mrs. Watkins determined on obtaining 
it by pledging her shoes, a very common mode of raising 
money by Bethnal Green needlewomen. In a few minutes 
she returned home, bringing with her as much bread as 
would last them for the next two days. % 

"Wednesday and Thursday passed without anything 
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worthy of remark. On Thursday evening Mrs. Watkins 
unfolded the linen which had yet to be made-up before the 
next morning. As she noticed the quantity yet unfinished, 
a sigh of despair escaped her. Emma noticed it, and de- 
termined, at whatever cost to herself, to assist her aunt. 
Silently she rose from the bed, and, having thrown some 
garments round her, she seated herself on the chair opposite 
to Mrs. Watkins, and commenced to thread her needle. 
Her aunt remonstrated, but, on glancing at the girl's coun- 
tenance, she found so much determination of purpose there 
that she desisted. 

'* Darkness came on, and their dim candle was lighted. 
Both drew their chairs close to it, and silently and sadly 
contmued their task. Midnight tolled, and the iron tongue 
of the bell did not draw forth remark from either. On, on 
they worked, the dead silence of the night being only 
broken by the sharp sound of the thread as it passed 
through the linen they were employed on. If strength 
failed either, a cup of water, which was all they had for 
food, was on the table beside them, and they drank from it. 
The grey light of dawn was apparent in the east, dimming 
their now almost exhausted candle — still they worked on. 
Footsteps became more and more frequent, till at last the 
streets were busy with traffic The inhabitants of the west- 
end were in their beds — still there was no cessation from 
their labour. Broad day appeared, and the bright sun 
shone in upon them, lighting up their misery to the utmost 
— and still they worked on. Eight, nine, and then ten 
o'clock struck, when Mrs. Watkins, with a sigh of relief, 
rose from her chair and threw the work on the table — it was 
finished. Emma sat still, utterly exhausted, her arms hang- 
ing listlessly by her side. 
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"After standing erect for a moment to recover herself, 
Mrs. Watkins said, ' Now go to bed, Emma, my dear, and 
don't move till I return. I shall not be gone more than 
half-an-hour. Fortunately, they can find no fault with this,' 
she continued, taking up the work from the table, and cast- 
ing her eye over it. * As soon as I return I will make the 
breakfast, and we can then have a little rest. Now do lie 
down, dear; you ought not to be up a moment longer.' 

" Emma attempted to obey her, but she fell back in her 
chair, too fatigued to move. Mrs. Watkins hastened to her 
assistance, and in a few moments Emma was again in bed. 
Mrs. Watkins then folded up the Work hastily, and was put- 
ting on her bonnet and shawl to leave the room, when the 
door opened, and a policeman entered. 

" * We have had intelligence of your son, ma'am,' he said, 
with a mysterious look. 

"* Where is he?* asked Mrs. Watkins, noticing that 
something was wrong ; * not ill, I hope ? ' 

" * I'm sorry to say he's in trouble. Illegal possession, if 
not robbery, I understand.' 

" * God God ! you astonish me. Why, poor fellow, in his 
state of mind, he does not know right from wrong.' 

" * Well, I don't know much about it myself,' said the 
policeman, * but he's in custody at the Marylebone police- 
office on suspicion. He has a large sum of money with 
him, but won't say how he got it. They say he's shamming 
mad. If I were you, I'd go there at once. If you make 
haste you'll be there before the case is brought on in 
court.' 

" The poor woman, terrified as she was, hardly knew 
what to do. She wished to go to her son, but Emma was 
evidently fainting from want of food. The poor girl de- 
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began to entertain hopes that he might be able to meet with 
some light emplo}rment, which would enable him to assist 
them in their housekeeping. It, however, appeared impos- 
sible to obtain this ; and Edmond remained on their hands 
a heavy expense, without other hope of return than the 
pleasure the two kind-hearted women had in assisting him. 

" Some months passed without anything particularly 
worthy of notice occurring ; at last a terrible calamity befel 
them. Emma was seized with inflammation of the lungs, 
which threw her for some time on a bed of sickness. When 
it subsided it left a weakness so distressing, as to cause very 
alarming fears in the mind of her aunt that consumption 
would be brought on by it More than once Emma failed 
in commencing her lessons again. Terribly was this mis- 
fortune felt by them all There was not only the alarm 
it occasioned to Mr^ Watkins and Edmond ; but, as Emma 
was the principal bread-finder of the establishment, her 
illness was a frightful pecuniary loss to them as well. Still 
they struggled on, till circumstances became so bad, that 
Mrs. Watkins determined on writing to William, and begging 
him either to send them the means of joining him, or, if 
that should not be possible, at least something to assist 
them in England. 

"The letter had been despatched more than a month, 
and they were beginning to calculate when William would 
receive it, when a second shock came, less terrible, it is 
true, than Emma's illness, but enough to cause them great 
anxiety. This was the distress levied on the goods of the 
house for rent due by the landlady. In vain did Mrs. 
Watkins plead that she had regularly paid her rent, which 
assertion she substantiated by producing the receipts ; the 
law was imperative. The landlady owed the money, and 
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" * Give no account,' said the magistrate in a tone of 
surprise, 'why the man is evidently insane. Who has 
charge of the case ? * 

"A policeman pushed through the crowd, and placed 
himself in the witness-box. He placed his hat on the 
ground, and quickly made proper arrangements for his 
examination. Edmond took no notice of him, but gazed 
vacantly round the court. Presently he looked down on 
his mother, whose hand was before her eyes to conceal her 
tears, as if to ask for an explanation, but the transient look 
of intelligence in a moment vanished. 

"'Take the book in your right hand. The evidence 
you shall give to the court shall be the truth, the whole 
truth ' 

" The usher was interrupted in his administration of the 
oath by a violent scream from Mrs. Watkins. Previous to 
his taking the book from the usher, the policeman had 
placed on the small ledge before him the property he had 
taken from the prisoner. The words of the oath had 
recalled the attention of Mrs. Watkins to what was passing 
around her. She dropped her hand from her face, and 
raising her eyes to the policeman, saw before him the cash- 
box lost by Mr. Nugent, which she had frequently seen in 
William's possession. The poor woman immediately after- 
wards fainted, and was carried out of court. 

"The proceedings, which were for the moment inter- 
rupted, then went on. The policeman stated that about 
six o'clock that morning, when he was on duty at Hamp- 
stead Heath, he noticed the prisoner at the foot of a tree. 
Nothing beyond that occurred to excite his attention, and 
he continued on his beat. About an hour afterwards he 
noticed the prisoner near one of the ponds, violently strik- 
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began to entertain hopes that he might be able to meet with 
some light employment, which would enable him to assist 
them in their housekeeping. It, however, appeared impos- 
sible to obtain this ; and Edmond remained on their hands 
a heavy expense, without other hope of return than the 
pleasure the two kind-hearted women had in assisting him. 

" Some months passed without anything particularly 
worthy of notice occurring ; at last a terrible calamity befel 
them. Emma was seized with inflammation of the lungs, 
which threw her for some time on a bed of sickness. When 
it subsided it left a weakness so distressing, as to cause very 
alarming fears in the mind of her aunt that consumption 
would be brought on by it. More than once Emma failed 
in commencing her lessons again. Terribly was this mis- 
fortune felt by them all. There was not only the alarm 
it occasioned to Mrs. Watkins and Edmond ; but, as Emma 
was the principal bread-finder of the establishment, her 
illness was a frightful pecuniary loss to them as well. Still 
they struggled on, till circumstances became so bad, that 
Mrs. Watkins determined on writing to William, and begging 
him either to send them the means of joining him, or, if 
that should not be possible, at least something to assist 

them in England. 

"The letter had been despatched more than a month, 
and they were beginning to calculate when William would 
receive it, when a second shock came, less terrible, it is 
tnie, than' Emma's iUness, but enough to cause them great 
anxiety. This was the distress levied on the goods of the 
house for rent due by the landlady. In vain did Mrs. 
Watkins plead that she had regularly paid her rent, which 
assertion she substantiated by producing the receipts ; the 
law was imperative. The landlady owed the money, and 
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" The poor woman had no objection to make. She nar- 
rated as clearly as she could the whole circumstances 
attendant on the loss of the cash-box, and she spoke with 
so much appearance of truth that it carried conviction along 
with it The magistrate listened with attention and inte- 
rest, and then inquired who was the solicitor who had acted 
on her son William's behalf on the former occasion. 
Mrs. Watkins gave the address, and a messenger was imme- 
diately despatched to find him. In the meantime the case 
was adjourned till he should arrive. Fortunately the mes- 
senger found him at home, and, in the course of an hour, 
the solicitor was in attendance at the police-court. 

" Edmond and his mother were again brought into court, 
but this time he was not placed in the dock, the poor 
fellow's insanity being so apparent as to render him an 
object rather of sympathy than suspicion. He occupied a 
seat beside his mother, who sat holding her son's hand in 
hers. Before hearing the solicitor's statement, the magis- 
trate sent for the police district surgeon, that he might give 
an opinion as to the prisoner's state of mind. Before he 
arrived, the solicitor began his statement, detailing all the 
circumstances which had come under his notice in the case 
— how suspicion had fallen on William, as well as the some- 
what illegal compromise which had been effected by the 
sale of the widow's annuity. The contents of the cash- 
box were then put in his hands, and they were found to 
correspond with the amount paid to Mr. Nugent. 

" The district surgeon then stated that his attention had 
been already called to the prisoner's state of mind, and he 
had no hesitation in saying that he was quite insane ; he 
had never seen a more clearly-marked case. In answer to 
the magistrate's question, * How he accounted for the fact 



MEMORY IN MADNESS. 385 

day, and with a little assistance from Enuna, she could earn 
nine shillings a week ; but three shillings of this had to be 
paid for their lodging, leaving only six shillings for the 
maintenance of the three. Scarcity of food soon began to 
leave its effects on the countenances of the family, and the 
hollow cheeks of her niece and son seemed a continual 
reminder to the poor widow to devise some means of 
increasing their comforts. 

" One evening after her visit to the outfitters for whom 
she worked, Mrs. VVatkins returned home evidently in great 
mental distress. Edmond noticed it and asked his mother 
the cause. He could get no reply, and Emma in her turn 
was equally unsuccessful. Shame and sorrow combined to 
cause the poor woman's emotion, and she wanted to conceal 
it from others. She had that afternoon applied to the 
parish for relief, a thing in itself terribly painful to a respect- 
able woman, and to add to her annoyance she had been 
refused by the officers. 

** She was told that if she would come into the house and 
pick oakum, she would be sheltered and fed until her proper 
settlement could be discovered ; but they would allow her 
no out-door relief. She was also given to understand, that 
if she came in she would be separated both from Edmond 
and from Emma — from the former immediately, and from 
the latter as soon as her own parish could be determined 
on. This, of course, had the effect which the parish officials 
intended, — to drive her away. The poor woman left them 
distressed and degraded. 

** Edmond, although his mother refused to give him any 
information, understood that there was something wrong, 
and apparently concluded that pecuniary distress was the 
cause. Unable to assist her, and helpless himself, he 

c c 
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endeavoured to make. them appear better than they really 
were ; but her own pallid look and squalid attire told that 
she was concealing the real state of the case ; and in a short 
time her companion discovered that both she and her niece 
were actually starving. He then put three sovereigns in her 
possession, telling her that the next day he would supply 
her with more. If the solicitor was surprised at the widow's 
statement, that surprise was greatly increased when he wit- 
nessed the abject poverty of their lodgings. Emma also 
excited his sympathy m the highest degree ; in fact, it was 
impossible to look upon the mild, resigned countenance of 
the suffering girl, without being interested in her behalf. 
Delicacy moved him to leave them for the present; but 
before quitting the house he told Mrs. Watkins that he 
would call in the course of the day on the representatives of 
the late Mr. Nugent, and would visit her again in the even- 
ing, to communicate the result of his mission. 

"He had scarcely left the house when the landlady 
entered the room. The first intelligence she received was 
that Edmond was found ; the second, that she would imme- 
diately receive the three weeks* rent then owing. The 
landlady then exerted herself to get breakfast for Mrs. 
Watkins and Emma ; who, as might naturally be supposed, 
were completely exhausted. After some slight repose, 
Mrs. Watkins commenced to redeem the different portions 
of their wardrobe that were then in pledge, and to make 
purchases of necessaries they had occasion for. That done, 
she began to put their rooms in better order, so that when 
the solicitor called in the evening the two poor women, as 
well as their apartment, wore an appearance of comfort that 
had been a stranger to them for many months past 

'* When their professional friend called, he informed them 
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day, and with a little assistance from Emma, she could earn 
nine shillings a week ; but three shillings of this had to be 
paid for their lodging, leaving only six shillings for the 
maintenance of the three. Scarcity of food soon began to 
leave its effects on the countenances of the family, and the 
hollow cheeks of her niece and son seemed a continual 
reminder to the poor widow to devise some means of 
increasing their comforts. 

" One evening after her visit to the outfitters for whom 
she worked, Mrs. Watkins returned home evidently in great 
mental distress. Edmond noticed it and asked his mother 
the cause. He could get no reply, and Emma in her turn 
was equally unsuccessful. Shame and sorrow combined to 
cause the poor woman's emotion, and she wanted to conceal 
it from others. She had that afternoon applied to the 
parish for relief, a thing in itself terribly painful to a respect- 
able woman, and to add to her annoyance she had been 
refused by the officers. 

" She was told that if she would come into the house and 
pick oakum, she would be sheltered and fed until her proper 
settlement could be discovered ; but they would allow her 
no out-door relief. She was also given to understand, that 
if she came in she would be separated both from Edmond 
and from Emma — from the former immediately, and from 
the latter as soon as her own parish could be determined 
on. This, of course, had the effect which the parish officials 
intended, — to drive her away. The poor woman left them 
distressed and degraded. 

" Edmond, although his mother refused to give him any 
information, understood that there was something wrong, 
and apparently concluded that pecuniary distress was the 
cause. Unable to assist her, and helpless himself, he 

c c 
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different tone, excited a suspicion in the mother that he 
knew more than he chose to say, and she pressed him on 
the subject. 

" * Well," he said, * the truth is, I saw him in London a 
few weeks since, or I am very much mistaken.' 

" * Sir,' said Mrs. Watkins, * pray tell me all ; I am sure, 
from your face, that you know more.' 

"'Well, then, he called upon me to find out your 
address, but unfortunately I did not know it.' 

" La joie fait peur. The shock this intelligence caused 
the poor woman developed itself in a violent fit of hysterics. 
Emma burst into a sympathetic flood of tears. However, 
as tears are far more easily arrested when caused by the 
sudden intelligence that an event one has long hoped for, 
at last has taken place, than when an irretrievable mis- 
fortune has given rise to them, calm was at last restored. 
The solicitor informed them that, although he had omitted 
to ask William for his address, still there would be little 
difficulty in finding him \ and he pledged himself to take 
immediate steps, by advertisement or otherwise, to procure 
it. Before parting for the evening, Emma suggested that 
it would be a great shock to William to find his mother in 
such circumstances, and asked the solicitor whether, as they 
were now likely to get possession of the money, there 
would be any difficulty in their moving immediately to 
some other locality. The solicitor replied that there would 
be none whatever, and offered his services to procure 
another lodging for them next day ; he also suggested that 
it should be near their old quarters, as possibly William 
might still be searching for them, and would naturally 
seek for them in a neighbourhood where they were known. 
Mrs. Watkins replied that she would be entirely guided 
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by his judgment, and after a little more conversation he 
left them, in a state of mind as different from that they 
were under when that morning's light broke upon them as 
it was possible to imagine. 




CHAPTER XX. 

MEMORY IN MADNESS — Concluded, 

|E must now return to William. Not having left 
his address with the solicitor he had been in 

_ _ » 

ignorance of all that had transpired. True, 
Edmond's affair had found its way into the public papers, 
but at that time William was in the West of Ireland on the 
duties of administration to the effects of his late partner, 
and thus missed seeing it When he returned to London 
he again began his inquiries, but without success. He 
found that when his mo&er quitted her lodgings in Lambeth, 
she left her address with the postman, so that her letters 
might be forwarded to her ; but whether the man failed to 
transmit it to the proper authorities (which, however, he 
denied), or whether, from the frequency of letters missing 
their destination when sent to the obscure courts of Bethnal 
Green, his letter had never reached her, and he found it 
in the dead-letter office. He was now for some time fairly 
at a loss how to proceed. At last he determined on 
putting advertisements into the papers, but this plan was 
attended with no better result than the others. Still he 
hoped on, resolved that he would not leave England with- 
out finding his mother and Emma. 

" In the meantime his executor's duties were finished, and 
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his purchases made and forwarded to Australia. He had 
also received letters from his partner in the colony. From 
ihem he learned that his affairs there had not only pro- 
gressed favourably, but to such an extent as his wildest 
hopes could not have anticipated. Not only had the dis- 
covery of the gold fields increased the business of the 
firm very greatly, but the influx of population it had 
occasioned had increased the value of land near Melbourne 
so enormously, that that alone was sufficient to constitute 
him a man of considerable property, and the garden 
attached to his cottage there was now most valuable as 
building land. 

" But while everything appeared to require his presence 
in the colony, not one idea of his leaving England without 
his mother and Emma entered his imagination for a 
moment. He now set regularly to work, day after day, to 
find them. At last, without much hopes of success, he 
again applied at Bethlem Hospital. On his first visit to 
the establishment, shortly after his arrival in England, he 
found that his brother had quitted it, greatly improved, 
about twelve months before. Since that time they had 
heard nothing of him. On his second application, to his 
great astonishment, he found that his brother was again a 
patient within its walls. William immediately requested to 
see him, and the request was granted. He found Edmond 
so much altered that he could hardly recognise him. The 
poor fellow had, nevertheless, somewhat recovered since 
his renewed residence in the hospital. His mind, however, 
the little of it that had returned, was chiefly occupied with 
Catholic religious ceremonies. He did not know William, 
and the little conversation his brother addressed to him 
was completely lost on him. William, greatly distressed, 

D D 



64 






MEMORY IX MADNESS. 403 

hi" - . LCtion the tale of his success, and the brilliant 

f lich appeared to open to him. It was long 

at when he left them. As there was another 
it in the same house, it was arranged that 
ould take it, and the next day found the fond 
__ a under the same roof. 

^ ' now began to speak of their departure, but a 

action presented itself. Emma's health was so 

' ~t was feared that she would be unable to bear the 

^ "Before deciding, it was resolved to take the advice of 

^ an, eminently skilful in diseases of the chest. Mrs. 

"" went with Emma to his house, and had a long and 

consultation with him on her case. The result was, 

*:hough there certainly were symptoms of an alarm- 

* ■* — 'ture, still, with care, change of climate, and absence 

^ -".motional excitement or fatigue, there was a chance of 

""^ • - *ry. On being questioned on the possibility of her 

— ig the Australian voyage, he replied, that if she left 

■ - --'and shortly, say early in the month of September, and 

* '-^st part of the voyage were calm and prosperous, she 

-*- \d not have a better chance of cure, but that if she suf- 

- -:-. -sr.^j ^jjy great fatigue at the commencement from sea- 

icness or from bad weather, the result might be most 

- _ £z 'fortunate. 

'^'-'^--^" William waited at home in great anxiety, to know the 
:; ^X^;sult of their visit When he heard it, he determined to 
-=^"" ^'iart as soon as it was possible for Emma and his mother 
-' y^^.o complete their arrangements for the voyage. He visited 
^•^^^'the East India docks, t ' that a first-class ship 

•'^'^-^ would leave in a for ^ that he was ac- 

r /zed;:' quainted with the cap \y a good sailor, 

'teiiixj^- ^yj ^ xelo^x gentleman I to be on board 
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at the moment. Two cabins were immediately secured, 
one for his mother and Emma, the other* for himself. The 
deposit-money was paid before he left the ship, and it was 
arranged they should join her at Plymouth. He, on his 
way home, called at an outfitter's, and requested that he 
would wait on his mother and Emma next morning, to take 
an order for their outfit. Then, after purchasing the cabin 
requisites, he returned to the house. 

" The day arrived for them to leave London. Little time 
had been lost in leave-taking; they had but few ac 
quaintances, and no friends. William, without informing 
his mother, had removed his brother William from Bethlem 
to the Shirley Hall Asylum. He experienced great diffi- 
culty in persuading her, when she did hear of it, to abstain 
from taking leave of the poor fellow, but at last had suc- 
ceeded. Afterwards, indeed, she acknowledged the justice 
of his arguments, and consoled herself with the idea that 
she had escaped a most painful interview, which could have 
resulted in no benefit to either. 

"When they arrived at Plymouth^ they found Emma 
dreadfully fatigued by her journey, so much so, indeed, 
as to cause them considerable alarm. She kept up her 
courage, however, and next day the ship sailed. For- 
tunately, the weather was as favourable as could have been 
desired. A light north-easterly wind wafted them gendy 
out of the Channel, and accompanied them across the Bay 
of Biscay, nor did it leave them till they were in the latitude 
of Gibraltar. Emma, during the whole of the time, ex- 
perienced little inconvenience, but had gained considerably 
in strength. In short, by the time that the ship had reached 
Melbourne, she was in better health than perhaps she had 
been in since she left Italy. 
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'* Gre^t as William had expected to find the change in 
the aspect of Melbourne, he was perfectly astonished at 
the metamorphosis he beheld. The enormous increase in 
the buildings, the bustle and excitement which met him on 
every side were perfectly bewildering. He also found that 
his garden ground had increased in value to a fabulous 
amount. Several offers were made to him for different por- 
tions of it, some of which he accepted. With some difficulty 
he found a lodging for his mother and Emma, while he paid 
a visit to his partner. When he arrived at the store, he 
found that that hitherto quiet neighbourhood had shared in 
the general excitement, and that business had increased enor- 
mously. His partner proposed that William should again 
visit Melbourne, and return with his mother and Emma, as 
there was now ample accommodation for them at the store. 
William joyfully accepted the offer, and in a few weeks 
returned with his mother and Emma. Short as had been 
his absence, it had sufficed to make preparations for the 
wedding. One month later they were married, and a 
happier couple it would have been impossible to find even 
in the realms of romance. 

" To conclude. After a twelvemonth's residence at the 
store, William and his paitner determined on greatly ex- 
tending their business. They had already established an 
office in Melbourne, and their transactions had increased so 
much, that it was resolved that one of the partners should 
reside constantly in England. It was at last agreed between 
them that William should accept that portion of their duties, 
to the great satisfaction of Mrs. Watkins, who much wished 
to return. William, having disposed of the remainder of 
his building land, left Melbourne with his wife and, mother, 
and arrived safely in London, where they have since resided ; 
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and William is now not only among the richest of Australian 
merchants, but is also among the most respected.*' 

The narratives I have already laid before the reader had 
hardly been put in type, when I was one morning surprised 
by a visit from my publisher. After the usual courtesies of 
meeting were over, he drew from the pocket of his Inverness 
cape a somewhat bulky roll of paper, tied round with a piece 
of red tape. This he leisurely unloosened, and, to my 
great surprise, I found the roll to contain the manuscript of 
several tales destined by me to be a portion of the present 
work. 

" I trust," he said, noticing my surprise, " you will not be 
offended at what I am about to say, but, upon consideration, 
I have come to the conclusion that it is better to finish our 
book at the point we have reached, than to go on with it 
further. Already it forms a somewhat bulky volume. It 
may possibly not have the success we hope for, and, there- 
fore, it will be as well for you to write me the concluding 
chapter at once, and we will forthwith bring the work before 
the public." 

" The concluding chapter is already written ; but pray, 
may I ask, what has led you to believe that the success of 
the book is not certain ? " 

"I have no better reason than the following: — ^You, 
without exception, have chosen all your principal actors 
from among the insane, and, although that is certainly an 
original idea, we cannot be equally sure that it will be a 
successful one." 

" All insane, did you say ? " I inquired, in an offended 
tone. 

** Of course," said he, " I made a full exception in your 
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own case. I trust you did not for a moment imagine the 
contrary." 

" But," I replied, quite appeased, " you should have told 
me your opinion before. I have naturally retained my 
most interesting tales till the last. I would much rather 
have published those you have omitted than those you have 
printed." 

"That in interest the tales I hold in my hand are superior 
to those I have printed I am perfectly ready to admit ; also, 
that the interest of those already struck off has been accu- 
mulative, each increasing in interest over its predecessor ; 
in fact, ' de plus fort en plus forty comme chez Nicolet' But 
remember that, as a publisher, I must also look at the 
matter in a business-like point of view. In my experience, 
I have heard of cases (certainly not among the majority of 
modem novels) where the intensity of the interest has been 
prejudicial to the sale of the work, and I should be sorry 
that a cause of the kind should in any way be detrimental 
to the success of 'Shirley Hall Asylum.'" 

He paused for my answer, but I gave him none. In fact, 
his objection startled me. In my unfortunate experiments 
on the accumulative tendency of forces, I had, quite contrary 
to my wish, arrived at a terrible result I had never dreamt 
of when I commenced the study ; and if the Interest of my 
narratives should prove also to be accumulative in similar, 
or even less proportions, what fearful effect might not be 
the consequence ? This difficulty, of which I could not see 
the end, kept me silent. Seeing that I made no attempt to 
answer him, he went on : — 

" There is also another circumstance connected with the 
withdrawal of these tales which should be taken into con- 
sideration. If your work should be a success, and a second 
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edition called for, you could easily insert them, and that 
would not only be an advantage in tempting new purchasers 
to buy, but also, from the great augmentation of size it 
would occasion in the volume, many of those who bought 
the first edition would possess themselves of copies of the 
second to have the work complete." 

This remark of the publisher convinced me. I imme- 
diately gave my consent to the withdrawal of the tales, 
which he then put in my custody, and in return, I put into 
his hands the following concluding chapter. 




CHAPTER XXI. 

CONCLUSION — MY ESCAPE FROM THE ASYLUM. 

HAD hardly passed the fifth anniversary of my 
sojourn in the asylum, when a marked difference 
was seen in the manner and character of Dr. 
Meadows. From being excessively courteous and patient, 
he became exceedingly caustic and irritable ; and the amiable 
attention he had hitherto been accustomed to bestow on 
those unfortunates committed to his care, changed into an 
indifference utterly inconsistent with duties so onerous as 
those with which he was entrusted. In fact the patients in 
our part of the asylum seldom saw him, except at dinner- 
time, and even then with no great regularity, while his 
visits to the incurables were frequently two or three days 
apart. But what annoyed me the most was the distress 
which his altered behaviour caused his poor wife. We had 
noticed for more than twelve months past that her dress, 
and that of her children, had become more and more 
shabby, although this appeared to have but little effect on 
her spirits. But now she seemed utterly distressed and 
broken-hearted. Although we had not been directly in- 
formed on the matter, there was little doubt that this 
change had been caused in some way by that accursed 
organ, for the doctor now seemed to be utterly absorbed in 
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its advancement. Day by day and all day long the most 
lugubrious sounds were to be heard issuing from the room 
in which it was built, and night was frequently made 
hideous from the same cause. When first I entered the 
asylum, three years was the time the doctor had allowed 
himself for the completion of his organ, but at the end of 
the fifth it was far from being finished. True, during the 
fourth and fifth years, with the exception of the last month, 
the work had somewhat languished, but now, judging from 
its groans, it progressed incessantly. 

My curiosity at last was insupportable, and I requested 
Mme. Reumont, whose curiosity on the subject was as 
great as my own, to ask Mrs. Meadows the cause of her 
unhappiness. This was the more easy to accomplish, as a 
certain sort of intimacy was established between the two 
ladies, and Mme. Reumont frequently assisted Mrs. Mea- 
dows in the education of her young children in their various 
studies, with the exception of Greek history, which Mrs. 
Meadows had especial instructions from the doctor to avoid. 

Mme. Reumont with great ease accomplished her task. 
On hearing her report, my indignation against the doctor 
was aroused to a point difficult to describe. It appeared 
that the construction of the organ had, during the past two 
years, made little progress in consequence of the doctor's 
want of funds, but that although his handicraft had lan- 
guished, his brain had, unfortunately, been fully employed, 
and he had invented a new stop, which, if carried out, 
would, in his idea, make his fortune. The unfortunate con- 
clusion he had arrived at, that complete success, in this 
case, was certain, utterly destroyed the small stock of pru- 
dence he had still left, and he mortgaged in the first instance, 
and unknown to his wife, a small income of some thirty 



MY ESCAPE FROM THE ASYLUM. 4II 

pounds a-year, which had been bequeathed to her by a 
distant relative, but which unfortunately had never been 
secured to her. Of course the law expenses were heavy on 
the small amount raised, and the interest he had agreed to 
pay was in proportion equally exorbitant. There was, he 
considered, a good chance of fortune open to him if he 
completed his organ as rapidly as possible, and he worked 
at it unceasingly, night and day, the small capital he pos- 
sessed vanishing rapidly all the while. 

It was with great difficulty that I concealed from him 
my indignation ; in one respect, it was fortunate that I met 
him but seldom. I discovered, however, that his insanity 
had carried him even beyond the point mentioned to me by 
Mme. Reumont, for he had applied for a patent for his 
invention, and to accomplish this had accepted bills at a 
ruinous rate of discount to obtain the extra money he 
required. 

This information decided me. I took the opportunity of 
inviting those of the patients who were likely to understand 
my arguments, to meet me in the garden, near the spot 
where the memorable interview took place between Dinah 
Searle and Mr. Brown. To meet them unknown by the 
establishment officials was by no means so difficult as might 
have been expected, for as I have already said, the doctor 
was occupied the whole day with his organ, and, as a 
natural consequence, all the assistants were proportionately 
remiss in their duties. 

It was on a fine summer's afternoon when we met. 
There were ten gentlemen including myself; the only lady 
was Mme. Reumont, the two other lady patients I did not 
think it advisable to invite. Proceedings commenced by 
my being requested to act as chairman, and I was then 
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invited to express my views of the doctor's conduct. This 
I did with all the little eloquence I was master of. In the 
first place, I commenced with great caution. I stated that 
although there were doubtless more than one among us to 
whom restraint was a matter of prudence, the majority were 
residing in the asylum solely for the sake of retirement, and 
of being under the supervision of a gentleman whose prin- 
cipal charge was to minister to their comfort and health. It 
was, however, a question for them to consider,^ whether the 
present behaviour of Dr. Meadows was or was not such as 
rendered him unworthy of the appointment he held ; and 
whether it was not inconsistent with common sense that a 
man conducting himself little better than a mischievous 
maniac should have the control of those, the most infirm of 
whom were far more rational than he was himself. The 
question was now before them, and any proposition that 
might be made by any gentleman present on the subject 
could now be entertained. 

I waited patiently for some one to speak, but as no one 
appeared willing to take the lead, I again repeated my 
invitation. After a little time, a gentleman begged to offer 
a few remarks. He began lucidly enough, and spoke of the 
doctor's behaviour most rationally ; but as he progressed, 
he diverged considerably from the subject, until at last I 
was obliged to call his attention to the question before the 
meeting, as I found that he had got into a disquisition on 
the uses for which Providence had designed the tobacco 
plant. He became exceedingly angry at my impertinent 
interference, as he called it, and left the meeting. I then 
inquired if any other gentleman would like to address the 
meeting, but no one answered. I next endeavoured to 
give them courage by speaking myself. I showed that by 
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silently standing by while the doctor was ruining his wife and 
family, we were, to a certain, degree, making ourselves parti- 
cipators in his guilt, and that common humanity should 
induce us to interfere ; that even if the doctor were in his 
right senses, it was unworthy of us to admit his authority 
while he was pursuing his absurd occupation ; for a man of 
science, however learned, however humane, was a just 
object of ridicule and contempt, even to a community of 
lunatics, while irrationally pursuing a ruinous hobby. 

This sentence, which I had hoped would have produced a 
most favourable impression, had an effect precisely the con- 
trary, for each seemed to think that I alluded personally to 
him in the term lunatic, and that I excepted myself. I had 
great difficulty in overcoming the unfortunate impression ; 
but at last I succeeded. In the end, a considerable amount 
of animation was aroused among them by my eloquence ; 
and I was on the point of explaining to them my plan for 
setting the doctor's authority completely at defiance, when, 
unfortunately, that gentleman made his appearance at the 
further extremity of the walk, and all my auditors, as if by 
magic, immediately vanished, with the exception of Mme. 
Reumont, who faithfully stood by me to the last. I must 
confess, however, so strong is the force of habit, that I felt 
my courage rapidly diminish when I saw the doctor ; and 
even poor Xerxes' cheek became paler than usual. My 
alarm increased as the doctor approached us, till it became 
too great to bear. I then offered my arm to my fair com- 
panion, and turning down a side walk, we made our escape 
in a most undignified manner. 

It must not be imagined that, although I left the field 
somewhat hurriedly, that my determination to resist the 
doctor's authority was in any way diminished ; on the con- 
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traiy , I felt annoyed with myself for not having shown a bold 
front when I saw him in the garden. At the same time, I 
must confess that the opposition I intended to ofifer him 
was by no means that of open rebellion. In plain English, 
I intended, if possible, to escape from the asylum. For 
some time I deliberated whether I would acquaint any of 
the patients with my design. Prudence showed me that 
my secret would run a far better chance of being kept if 1 
concealed my intention ; but, after a little consideration, I 
found I should require some assistance, so I resolved on 
making a confidant of Mme. Reumont My principal 
reason for this was, that she had ready access to Mrs. Mea- 
dows's sitting-room, and I felt certain that the keys, opening 
the doors of the house as well as the entrance gates, were 
frequently left in her custody. 

Mme. Reumont received my communication in a manner 
I little expected. She readily promised to assist me, but 
only on the condition that she should be allowed to accom- 
pany me. This was certainly a far greater honour than I 
had wished for, not that I would not most readily have 
assisted her, but that I feared that I should have great 
difficulty in deciding what I should do with her when we 
were at liberty. Scandal, I thought, might also be busy on 
the subject; for, although Mme. Reumont*s age, appear- 
ance, and strict propriety of demeanour, would be a suffi- 
cient guarantee to any one with a well-regulated mind, still 
all mankind were not so well-disposed, and for a country 
newspaper, the description of an elo2>ement from a lunatic 
asylum would be too great a boon for a conscientious 
reporter to miss. 

I endeavoured to put these reasons before Mme. Reu- 
mont in their least objectionable form, but I found that she 
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had made up her mind on the subject, and I could not alter 
her determination. She also told me, with as near an 
approach to a blush as she could put on without artificial 
assistance, that a strict sense of propriety was one reason 
for her wishing to escape — that, in fact, the odious Mr. 
Brown, of whose character the reader has already had a 
description, had lately been making himself "very par- 
ticular," and she was resolved that she would no longer ex- 
pose herself to his advances. Finding she continued reso- 
lute I gave way, and she promised to obtain for me, if 
possible, the information I required as to the keys being 
occasionally left in Mr?. Meadows*s custody. 

Her first visit to Mrs. Meadows after our conversation 
put her in possession of the fact that a duplicate set of keys 
were always kept in the upper drawer of an escritoir in that 
lady's bed-room, and, moreover, that she had never seen 
this drawer locked, so that the keys, if necessary, could 
easily be obtained. 

To escape from the asylum seemed now no difficult feat, 
and I immediately began to make preparations for carrying 
it into effect. My only trouble now was what I should do 
with Mme. Reumont when we were once outside the walls 
of the establishment ; but I had given my word to take her 
with me, and had no alternative but to keep it For my 
own part, I purposed getting safely lodged in some quiet 
street in London, and then to write to my wife, informing 
her of the step I had taken. She was at the time residing 
in the south of France, whither she had been obliged to 
remove in consequence of the consumptive tendency of my 
son. 

My first step was to remove certain indispensable gar- 
ments from my room, and put them in a carpet-bag, which 
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I concealed in a shrubbery near the entrance gates. I 
requested Mme. Reumont to follow my example, and the 
same time advising her to take as few things as possible, as 
we should have to walk some miles before we should arrive 
at the nearest railway station. She promised to follow my 
advice, and for once, a lady's idea of a small package of 
luggage and a gentleman's perfectiy corresponded. A bon- 
net-box was all she required, and that, from the nature of 
its construction, was not fit to carry anything heavy. This, 
when in order, was hidden with my carpet-bag ; and, as all 
things were now ready for our departure, if we could obtain 
the keys, I requested Mme. Reumont to possess herself of 
them as soon as she possibly could. 

To my great satisfaction, the next night the opportunity 
presented itself. About nine o'clock that evening Mme. 
Reumont was in Mrs. Meadows's bed-room, when the 
doctor's voice was heard below impatiently asking some 
questions of a servant, to which, however, he could get no 
answer. As he appeared, by his voice, to be getting angry, 
his wife left her room in order to play the part of peace- 
maker, and in her absence Mme. Reumont possessed her- 
self of the keys. Shortly afterwards she invented an excuse 
to leave Mrs. Meadows, and having found me in the garden, 
she told me of her success. She then put the keys in my 
hands, and it was arranged that about midpight I should 
go to her room, as we might then be tolerably certain the 
household would be in their first sleep, and our escape 
would be the more easy. Everything fell out as we wished. 
With very little difficulty the keys were fitted to the locks, 
and these were too frequently used not to tiun easily. We 
then crept along the darkest walks till we arrived at. the 
spot where our luggage was concealed, and all being now 
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ready for departure, we opened the front gates, and the 
next moment found ourselves in full liberty on the common. 

Although I did not know the road to the railway station 

at , I knew tolerably well in what direction it lay, and 

I bore for it across the common, finding my way as I best 
could, which occasionally was somewhat difficult, not only 
because of my own inability to readily surmount the obstacles 
I encountered ; but because of the difficulty I also had with 
my companion, who was far less agile than myself. Fortu- 
nately, after we had been about two hours on foot, the day 
began to break, and this rendered our task the more easy, 
as we could now, to a certain extent, choose ouri way. 
Mme. Reumont, in fact, bore up wonderfully ; she did not 
appear to suffer from fatigue more than I did. Little con- 
versation passed between us ; we were both too much occu- 
pied with our own thoughts. About five o'clock we met an 
old farm-labourer going to his work, and of him we inquired 
our way to the railway station. He seemed greatly sur- 
prised to see us, but made no remark, and pointed out our 
way civilly enough. He, moreover, told us, that if we 
walked on smartly we should catch the train which started 
at seven o'clock for London. 

This intelligence gave us fresh courage, and we went 
forward on our journey, and all the more speedily as 
we were now upon the high-road. In fact, such good speed 
did we make, that we reached the railway station nearly 
twenty minutes before the train started. By degrees, pas- 
sengers began to arrive and take their tickets, and I pro- 
cured two for the first class for myself and companion. We 
then seated ourselves on a bench on the platform to wait 
the arrival of the train. 1 hardly knew, at first, why it was 
that all the passengers appeared to regard us with looks of 

£ £ 
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great surprise ; at last, however, I was able to account for 
it. On glancing at the face of my companion, I noticed a 
certain wildness of expression I had never remarked while 
we were residing in the asylum. In fiact, I was obliged to 
admit that the astonishment visible in the countenances of 
the other passengers was not to be wondered at 

I was much annoyed at the circumstance, and was on the 
point of requesting her to draw down her veil, so as in part 
to conceal her face, when she touched me on the arm, and 
whispered that she wished to speak to me for a moment. 
She then rose and walked to an unfrequented part of the 
platform. I followed her immediately, and when we were 
out of ear-shot of the others, she stopped : " Do not think I 
wish to offend you," she said, with much sympathy of tone 
and manner ; " but there is a peculiar expression on your 
face which seems to attract the curiosity of the passengers. 
Do you not think it will be more agreeable for you if we 
kept somewhat away from them ? '* 

I was perfectly astonished at the poor woman's remark. 
I never in my life had heard of a more complete case of 
female vanity, or a greater proof of the facility with which 
women can shut their eyes to anything uncomplimen- 
tary. I, however, gave in to her folly, and we waited 
apart from the rest until the train arrived, when fortunately 
I found an unoccupied couph for three persons, and in it I 
placed Mme. Reumont. Before entering it myself, I whis- 
pered to the guard, that my companion was suffering under 
an unfortunate delusion, and that I should feel obliged if 
he would put no other passengers into our compartment. 
He looked at me, I thought, in a somewhat impertinent 
manner, but promised that he would do as I requested, and 
I must do him the justice to say that he kept his word. 
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The train moved off. I threw myself back in the carriage 
and spoke not a word to my companion, for her remark 
about my expression of countenance had annoyed me ex- 
tremely. Presently I became drowsy, and shortly after- 
wards fell asleep. I know not how long I continued to 
sleep, or how many stations we passed ; but at last I was 
awakened not only by the train stopping, but also by the 
loud sobbing of Mme. Reumont. I roused myself and 
looked round. The cause of her grief was in a moment 
apparent. A company of Highland soldiers were awaiting 
the arrival of, the train on the platform, and no sooner had 
Mme. Reumont cast her eyes on them than the spirit of 
Xerxes immediately took possession of her body, and she 
forthwith gave way to her sorrow on the old subject — ^that 
in a short time they would be no more. As the train had 
to wait some minutes at the station, the soldiers, attracted 
by her singular appearance, gathered round the carriage in 
astonishment ; but, when they perceived the burlesque 
sorrow of the poor lady, that feeling turned into merriment, 
and they broke into a loud laugh each time any particularly 
absurd gesture caught their attention. 

I camiot describe how terribly annoyed I was at the 
whole scene. I bent forward, and begged Mme. Reumont 
to lean back from the window. She paid me little atten- 
tion, and then only replied to my entreaty by an impatient 
gesture, which did not pass without notice from the soldiers, 
one of whom caught sight of me in my comer, and imme- 
mediately communicated the fact to his comrades. Bad 
as the conduct of the men had been before, it now became 
intolerably worse. A certain sort of rude gallantry had 
restrained them to laughing at Mme. Reumont's behaviour ; 
but in my case it was different; — every coarse jest they 
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could think of was immediately pla^- 
ahking Mmc. Hcumont whether 
in the corner was her young man ; 



liad a (juarrcl ; anil if so they were sixre- si>^ 
ihry wouhl Hland up for her. Some ,a.c5 
su( h an ill looking old humbug as I « 
party ; while another had the abomi: 
advihc UN to ki^N and make it up. 

My an^cr wju fast rising at this annqva 
know to wIkU IcuKlh it would have carried iz r 
station maHiiT*H boll fortunately soundedL X2>e iic _ 
then obliged to lake their seats in the cajxiace? i 
lor them, and for the moment I was reliei-ed £- i 
[>ri*hi*nc'p. 

Ah hoon as the train moved on, I attempted to ev: i 
with Mmc. Rcnunont on her absurd conduct, but J -t 
no KU('( OMN i on the contrary, she threatened th^i. ::' 
not dchifit, hhc would put herself at the head of ber ^ 
at the next Hlulion, 1 was so vexed with her, that. :z J 
put her tluvat into execution, I do not believe i: r: 
have cauhtnl nu* the slightest annoyance; but w.iri 
remembered tlic absurd hallucination under which i 
laboured, I thought that it would be ungenerous on n 
part to withdraw from her my protection exactly at a 
moment she moHt recjuircd it. I therefore took no f:;n::i 
notice of her, but let her continue her sobs as Jong 2S s'M 
pleased. 

Each time the train stopped, which fortunately was do: 
very often, I had a repetition of the infliction, but on zc 
other occasion did 1 attempt to interfere with the poor 
'^- allowed her to continue her absurd behaviour 
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' -virrk.t last my tormentors, the Highlanders, to my great joy, 

■ ^yrjiirtkz the train, and the remaining portion of the journey 

-V^sa.^sed without further annoyance from Mme. Reumont. 

-':rrere.ci leed, to my great relief, she, worn out by her long walk 

' ^-^T. SamL the night, and overcome by the ridiculous display she 

-':..' :cu/nj:d made of her feelings, fell fast asleep; nor did she once 

; :\a siioir^^xken during the last fifty miles of our journey. 

• .;; I had now ample time and opportunity to indulge in my 

:: 'Jiisi:r^^^ thoughts, and they naturally turned on the inventions 

. f k2\e cc h^^ carried on to such a dangerous degree. The rapidity 

rkyji-^cl 'i'^ which the train was rolling on contributed, in no slight 

,.. • ,t..,.nanner, to that current of thought. The more I reflected 

/ w2i 'tf:^^ ^^^ subject the more attractive it became ; and at last 

the idea came over me whether it would not be possible 
r„, ^,, . to carry on my invention, solely as far as related to the 
, ,^/^ . motive-power for propelling railway carriages, and resolutely 
. _ . to abstain from the temptation of pursuing the study further. 

The more I thought over the matter the more possible it 
^ ^^ appeared. '*Why, after all," I argued, "should I keep 

from mankind an invention which would immensely benefit 






them, merely because of the possibility that I might carry 
it to a point so terribly destructive as to endanger the 
universe? If such an idea were to actuate others, no 
physician would prescribe a narcotic for a patient in pain, 
for fear of being tempted to carry on the prescription till 
it had caused the death of the individual prescribed for. 
No ; I was resolved that I would go on with my invention 
for the improvement of locomotives, and that I would 
manfully resist all temptations to carry it further." 

I now began to apply my thoughts to the mechanical 
combinations requisite for the proper working of my engine ; 
and everything appeared * *^^fore me that success 
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seemed certain. The rapidity of the train — for we did not stop 
once during the last forty miles of our journey — contributed 
to assist me in my plans, by proving that, if the engine 
drawing us, even with the present immense rapidity, was 
under perfect control, it would require only a little more 
study on my part to complete and control an engine which 
would immeasurably surpass every locomotive at present 
at work. 

This current of thought continued till our speed slackened 
previous to our arrival at our journey's end ; and then for 
the first time I began to consider in what part of the 
metropolis I should take up my abode. After thinking 
the subject over for a few minutes, I resolved on applying 
at the house of a respectable woman living in Lambeth, 
who formerly had been in our service, and who, in fact, 
had married from our house. 

The train stopped, and the collector applied for our 
tickets. I now aroused my companion from her slumbers 
with some little difficulty, but it required a great deal more 
to make her collect her scattered senses. Frankly, when 
I looked at her, I was ashamed of being seen in her society, 
so deplorable was the figure she made. Her bonnet was 
completely crushed by her leaning against the cushions of 
the carriage. The tears had dried upon her face with the 
dust which had also accumulated on it during our journey, 
and her long gray hair hung in disorder on her cheeks. 
Altogether she presented as disreputable * an appearance 
of excessive maudlin intoxication as could well be imagined. 
When we alighted from the carriages we were stared at and 
commented on by everybody. The porters laughed openly 
at us, and the cabmen appeared to have resolved unani- 
mously not to take us. There we stood on the platform 
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till the rest of the passengers had left, but we still had 
around us a group of idlers, who were insufferably annoying. 
At last a good natured policeman obtained a cab for us 
and we proceeded to the lodging-house in Lambeth. 

Fortunately, we found the landlady at home, and we 
were ushered by her into her little parlour. I was some- 
what annoyed at the total absence of pleasure she exhibited 
on seeing me, but I soon justly attributed it to the surprise 
our visit must have caused her. I told her we wished to 
take her apartments, and inquired what rooms she had at 
the moment to let She hesitated for some time, and then 
told me she had none ; that her house was quite full This 
I knew to be untrue, as the bill announcing apartments to 
let still remained in the window. At last I understood^ the 
reason of her behaviour — the extraordinary appearance* of 
Mme. Reumont evidently alarmed her. I told her that 
I wished to speak to her in private, and we went into the 
passage, leaving Mme. Reumont in the parlour. When we 
were by ourselves, I shortly explained to her the unfortunate 
infirmity of my poor fellow-traveller, and that it was my 
intention immediately to apply to her friends to have her 
placed under restraint. She simply replied by asking me 
if my wife knew of my being in London ? I told her that 
she did not, but that I proposed writing to her the next 
day, informing her of the circumstance. I further explained 
to her my reasons for leaving Shirley Hall, and I then 
requested her to accommodate us, even if it were only for 
a few days. She made no further objection, and assigned 
to us the parlour as our sitting-room. To Mme. Reumont 
she gave a bed-room at the top of the house ; mine was to 
be the small room behind the parlour. She then left us 
to prepare our dinner, and, in the meantime, Mme. 
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Reumont and myself retired to our rooms to make what 
little toilet preparations we could before our meal was 
ready. 

It is but justice to say, that when Mme. Reumont pre- 
sented herself at the dinner-table her appearance had won- 
tlerfully improved from what it was when we entered the 
house. During our meal, little conversation passed between 
us, for I was still exceedingly annoyed at her behaviour in 
the train. After dinner she went out for a walk with the 
landlady, for the purpose of making some purchases, but I 
remained at home to write a letter to my dear wife, inform- 
ing her of the step I had taken. It was nearly nine o*clock 
before I had completed it, and then, as I felt exceedingly 
fatigued, I went to bed without waiting for the return of 
Mme. Reumont and the landlady. I soon fell asleep, but 
was awakened by some persons talking in the passage — they 
were Mme. Reumont and the landlady. 

" Poor man ! " said Mme. Reumont ; " you have no idea 
of the trouble I had with him in the train. He made him- 
self so ridiculous, that all eyes were upon us." 

I was so enraged at the remark, that had not delicacy 
prevented me, I should have leaped out of bed and ordered 
her to leave the house, but I resolved the next morning 
to give her such a lesson as should teach her the propriety 
of holding her tongue, or the necessity of seeking another 
dwelling. 

The next morning I awoke at a somewhat late hour. On 
going into the parlour I found breakfast laid for only one 
person. I rang the bell, and inquixed the cause. I was 
told, in reply, that Mme. Reumont had taken an early 
breakfast in her own room, and had immediately afterwards 
left the house, promising to be home to dinner. "No 
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matter," I thought ; " my lesson shall not be the less severe 
for that." 

After breakfast, my first act was to post the letter to my 
wife, my next to call on my solicitor ; fortunately I found 
him at home. He appeared perfectly astonished to see me, 
so much so, in fact, that at first I felt somewhat annoyed. 
I told him my reasons for leaving the asylum, and my 
determination to go on with my inventions, and I con- 
cluded by asking him to advance me some money for that 
purpose. He replied that at the moment he was somewhat 
short of cash, but that he would write me a cheque for 
twenty pounds. He then inquired if I had wTitten to my 
wife ? I told him I had, and he said I had done well, as 
she would naturally feel great uneasiness at my escape, if 
the intelligence reached her from any indifferent person. 
He then advised me, in relation to my invention, not to 
make any models, but simply to content myself with draw- 
ings, till I was fully prepared to carry out my plans, and 
then he would assist me as far as lay in his power. He 
also kindly requested- me to call on him frequently and 
explain to him the progress I made, — all of which I readily 
promised, and I afterwards took my leave of him, determined 
to act exactly by his advice. 

I reached home about half-an-hour before dinner-time, 
and after making some hasty preparations, I seated myself 
in the parlour, determining, before we commenced our 
meal, to have a perfect understanding with Mme. Reumont. 
Dinner was served up, but as Mme. Reumont had not yet 
appeared, I requested the landlady to tap at her door and 
inform her that it was ready. To my great surprise I was 
informed that she had' not yet returned since she left home 
in the morning. I waited for more than an hour, but as 
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she did not make her appearance I dined without her. 
Night came on, still she did not return. I waited up for 
her till considerably past midnight, and then went to bed, 
greatly alarmed at the non-appearance of the poor woman. 

When I arose the next morning I inquired of the land- 
lady whether Mme. Reumont had returned. " She had not, 
nor had she received any intelligence of her." What had 
become of the poor creature I could not imagine, and for 
some time I was at a loss what steps to take to find her, for 
all my animosity had vanished at the recollection of her 
helpless condition. At last I resolved that, immediately 
after I had finished my breakfast, I would make an applica- 
tion at the nearest police-station for advice and assistance. 

I ordered my breakfast, and while it was preparing I 
occupied myself with looking over my morning paper. 
When I came to the police reports, that under the head of 
Marlborough Street caught my earnest attention. 

It stated that, shortly before the closing of the court, a 
police constable, accompanied by a sergeant in the Guards, 
brought before the magistrates an elderly ladylike woman, 
with a slight foreign accent, charged with creating a disturb- 
ance that morning in Hyde Park. It appeared that during 
an inspection of one of the regiments, the prisoner rushed 
forward and called upon the soldiers to obey her as their 
sovereign, and on the police attempting to remove her, she 
behaved in so violent a manner that she was taken into 
custody. The sergeant corroborated the policeman's evi- 
dence, but stated that it was his colonel's hope that no 
punishment should be awarded to the poor creature, 
as she was evidently insane. The magistrate asked the 
prisoner whether she had any defence to make; but he 
could obtain no answer from her. During the examination 
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the prisoner continued to weep bitterly, wringing her hands 
the while, and predicting the speedy death of the sergeant. 
The magistrate inquired whether any one present was ac- 
quainted with the poor woman, and ian inspector of police, 
who had that moment entered the court, replied that she 
exactly answered the description of one of two maniacs who 
had escaped from a respectable lunatic asylum, and for 
whose detention a reward had been oflfered. The other 
was a gentleman, but, as yet, no information had been 
received of him, though, perhaps, through the prisoner, 
some clue might be obtained to his present residence. It 
was the more necessary, he said, as the poor man was 
afflicted with a most absurd monomania. 

Although I was pleased to hear that Mme. Reumont was 
again in safe hands, I could not conceal my indignation at 
the description which that miserable, maniacal, organ-build- 
ing doctor had given of me. Fortunately, no one in town 
knew my address but my solicitor, and I called on him as 
soon as I had finished my breakfast, and begged him not 
to betray me. He promised me he would not, and insisted 
that I should call on him daily to let him know how I got 
on with my inventions, so great was the interest he felt in 
them. He also requested that I would inform him the 
moment my wife arrived in England, as his wife particularly 
wished to see her. Both his requests I promised to obey, 
and I left him with my mind considerably more at ease. 

I now began to work assiduously at my invention, taking 
care the while to avoid any subject not immediately con- 
nected with my new locomotive engine. I determined not 
to hurry it, but to complete what I had undertaken carefully 
and well. All went on for some time most prosperously. 
One morning, however, a circumstance occurred, which a^ 
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first appeared but of small moment, but which gradually 
opened out till it became of terrible interest. 

I was occupied with my morning paper, when my atten- 
tion was arrested by the description of some experiments 
in spiritualism which had been performed by Mr. Home. 
At first 1 met with nothing very exciting, till I came to the 
description of his rising from his chair into the air, and 
floating round the ceiling, leaving marks upon it so indis- 
putable, as to prove the fact, even though several witnesses 
of unblemished veracity had not also attested it. Over and 
over again did I read the description, and on each reading 
my astonishment increased. The more I reflected on the 
feat, the more stupendous it appeared. My own terrible 
invention sank into comparative insignificance beside it. 
Here was the same effect produced by an effort of the will 
which I had accomplished only by the most profound 
mathematical study. Nay, more, mine was merely the pro- 
duct of mechanical ingenuity ; here was a product which set 
all laws of mechanics at open defiance. 

I liad one hope left, and that was, that the whole would 
prove to be a hoax. Among those I was acquainted 
with, I made inquiries on the subject; but the deeper I 
went into the question the more perfect did the evidence 
appear. I collected from indisputable witnesses that the 
experiments took place as related, and I had no alternative 
but to believe them. 

The more I reflected on the subject the more astounded 
I became. Here was a power which conquered every law 
of natural philosophy. Here a heavy body floated in a 
fluid whose specific gravity was infinitely lighter than itself. 
The less was more than the greater; the lighter heavier 
than the more ponderous. The Almighty, when he formed 
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the world, established the principle of the earth's attraction 
as the basis of His work ; here His omnipotent fiat was set 
at nought with perfect facility and impunity. Who was this 
being who set Heaven's laws at open defiance ? Could he 
be a man ? The idea was absurd. Could he be an angel ? 
No, or he would not have warred against God's laws. 
There was but one conclusion left, he must be Satan him- 
self in the guise of a man. None other could have obtained 
such a power. Further reflection tended to confirm me in 
the opinion. Mr. Home (I prefer calling him by that name) 
could rise in the air at will. The density of the air was 
the less the greater was its distance from the earth. The 
lighter the atmosphere the swifter must be Mr. Home's 
progress through it. When he had reached an altitude 
where the rarefication of the air became painful to man his 
velocity would increase. Swifter and swifter would his 
flight become till he had emei^ged beyond the earth's atmo- 
sphere, when, unimpeded by that fluid, his velocity would 
be like that of thought itself. 

Once, a ray of hope presented itself that I might be mis- 
taken in the conclusion I had arrived at Although the 
velocity with which he could quit the earth was super- 
natural, the means by which he could revisit it appeared 
wanting ; but this seeming flaw in my reasoning, alas 1 soon 
vanished, and the process by which he could return ap- 
peared to my mind with terrible distinctness. If, from his 
inhabiting the ponderable human form, he could rise through 
the lighter atmospheric fluid, by resuming his imponderable 
spirit-nature he would naturally descend through the air 
with equal rapidity, his flight being the more rapid as the 
atmosphere, nearer the earth, became the denser. All the 
combinations now appeared to me in their proper and per- 
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feet light, proving with what awful velocity he could quit or 
visit the earth at his pleasure. Oh ! how fearfully sublime 
did the impious poetry of his nature now seem to me I how 
contemptible was the machinery, in comparison, used by 
Milton *to embody his Satan, and which, till that moment, 
had been considered so grand by me ! 

I now began to consider what could be Mr. Homers 
mission on earth. Little by little the truth became ap- 
parent An old Eastern tradition is extant, that evil spirits 
can physically do no evil, unless by the hands of mortals, 
and, like most traditions, it was evidently founded on truth. 
Mr. Home was certainly seeking a mortal who would carry 
out his intentions in his war against the world, if not the 
universe. And who could that mortal be but myself, who 
had invented a system somewhat analogous to his own, but 
which in no way infringed on the laws of natural philo- 
sophy? and if his spiritual power were united to my 
mechanical power, and used by the same hand, what would 
be the result ? The power of Heaven itself must succumb 
to the combination. 

The moment this terrible thought occupied my brain my 
misery and alarm knew no bounds. That Mr. Home was 
now upon earth solely to find me out I was convinced. 1 
detennined to avoid him that he might not tempt me. I 
inquired of my different acquaintances for a description ot 
Mr. Home's personal appearance, that I might know hira 
when I saw him, and thus escape him. Afterwards, when 
in the street I saw any one answering his description, I 
immediately fled another way. One day, however, in turning 
a comer, I met a person who appeared so perfectly to 
resemble him, that I immediately concluded it was he. 
Being close to him, and it being impossible to avoid him, 
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I determined to attack him and drive him from me. I 
attempted it, but he was too strong for me, and he gave me 
in charge to the police. Too late I found out my mistake, 
but the magistrate, falling into the usual error, concluded I 
was insane, and refused to let me go till some one under- 
took to take charge of me. My solicitor was sent for. He 
kindly assured the magistrate that he would be answerable 
for my future conduct, and I was then released. 

Notwithstanding the assurances of my solicitor to the 
contrary, I felt certain that Mr. Home was still seeking for 
me. So painful was the impression it made on my mind, 
that the arrival of my dear wife in England next day hardly 
gave me the slightest joy. She, however, was as kind and 
affectionate as it was possible to be. My distress of mind 
increased to such an extent that even my solicitor began to 
believe in the truth of my statements, and suggested that if 
I were again to reside in some respectable asylum, where 
great care was used to preclude even the possibility of a 
visit from Mr. Home, it would be a source of great comfort 
to me. I immediately caught at the suggestion, but 1 
positively refused to be again placed under the care of Dr. 
Meadows. This he immediately agreed to, and proposed 
an asylum near Salisbury, celebrated for the skill of its pro- 
prietors and the admirable general arrangements of their 
establishment. To this I consented, on condition that I 
should be allowed an interview with its physician prior to 
placing myself under his care. By a singular coincidence, 
my solicitor told me that he had called on him that morning 
about some business of his own, and that he was at that 
moment waiting his return at his office. He proposed at 
once sending a cab for him, to which I immediately agreed. 
When the physician arrived I found him a most gentle- 
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manly, intelligent man, who entered immediately into my 
views. He admitted my reasonable terror of Mr. Home, 
and assured me the first order he would give should be that 
that gentleman should never, under any pretext, be allowed 
to enter the asylum. I then gave my consent to the 
arrangement, and the next day I found myself domiciled in 
my new abode. 

When I first entered it, I felt somewhat sorrowful at find- 
ing m)rself in the society of total strangers, but the next 
morning that feeling was considerably modified. After 
breakfast, as I was walking on the la^'n behind the house, 
I saw a person emerge from one of the side-walks, and, on 
nearer approach, I found it to be my old friend Xerxes. 
She appeared delighted to see me. She informed me that 
she had at first been taken to Dr. Meadows's establishment, 
but, in consequence of his organ-building mania, she had 
refused so resolutely to remain there that they were obliged 
to remove her. She was, at present, most comfortable, and 
she liked not only all the arrangements, but also the society 
she was in. I complimented her on her determination not 
to remain in Shirley Hall, and we passed the morning very 
agreeably together. 

In conclusion, my mind soon recovered its proper tone, 
my health improved, and I found both occupation and 
amusement in compiling my adventures in Shirley Hall 
Asylum ; and, lastly, from the admirable arrangements of 
the establishment I am at present residing in, I am in no 
dread of a visit from Mr. Home — my spirit is at ease, and 
the universe is saved from destruction ! 
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drty.** — KoMconfonnift, 

" Mr. Gilbert has struck a new vein, in which we hope he will con- 
tinue to work. Many of the tales are pc^rfectly fairy-like.** — West- 
mi nsier Jierieu'. 



DOCTOR AUSTIN'S GUESTS. 

Crown 8vo., 68. 

** More than anv other writer of fiction that we could name, Mr. 
Gilbert possesses the power of investing an imaginary narmlive with 
the chaiiicter of a plain, unvamishod statement of fixcU. In reading 
his iMiges one seems to be listening to a person who is not broaching 
tht'ories or communicating impressions, but simply registering, in a 
sober and straightforward manner, matters that have fallen under his 
obttcrvation or within his actual experience. His realism is the realism 
of Balzac and Defoe. We congratulate Mr. Gilbert on having made 
a decided advance in his art. lliis work is better, we think, than any 
of his previous ones.*' — Saturday Beview. 

'* Mr. Gilbert is one of our best story-tellers, and we cannot ^ve 
much higher praise to * Dr. Austin's Guests ' than to say that it is 
quite as clever a book as ' Shirley Hall.' It is individual. No otlicr 
known writer could have written such a book so well." — KxamtMer, 

** Wc give this book no slight praise when we say that it is worthy 
of Defoe. ' — We*tmin9Ur Review, 



THE MAGIC MIRROR. 

A KOrNI) OF TALES FOR OLD AND YOUNG. 

With Illostrations by W. S. Gilbbbt. Crown 8to., Ss. 

*'The Btories aro well told in the best style for children, and the 
littlo woodcutri to illustrate them have the merit of showing an unhack- 
ni»yed mode of treatment." — The Time*. 

*' This is such a liook as Nathaniel Hawthorne alone could haT<- 
wiitten." — New York Round Table. 



DE PROFUNDIS : 

A TALE OF THE SOCIAL DEPOSITS. 
Crown 8vo. 6s. 

**• Mr. Gilbert's novels do more to enlarge the field of actual expe- 
rience than those of any other writer of the day Defoe and 

Mr. Gilbert alone of English novelists seem to give the ore of English 
life, while other novelists of equal power give only the extracted 

metal We think ' De Profundis ' the most powerful of Mr. 

Gilbert's powerful stories." — Spectator. 

*• A remarkably clever book." — AthefuruM. 

** We know of no book which will give so true an idea of the poor 
of Ix)ndon." — Churchman. 

** He engraves with a pen of iron and the point of a diamond ; his 
paintings are like the moist unrelieved of Millais*. They call to mind 
the picture of the ' Vale of Rest' which held the eye by snch a power- 
ful fascination some years since in the Exhibition of the Academy : 
and we most heartily thank Mr. Gilbert for this, which, while no doobt 
his most successful, seems to be also his most purposeful book.*' — TA* 
EcUrtie Review, 

*•* ^Ir. Gilbert has a dramatic faculty which many professed drama- 
tists might well envy, and a purity of style which, in his department 
of literature, has only been surpassed by Defoe." — yotieon/ormi$t. 



THE WASHERWOMAN'S FOUNDLING. 

With Illustrations by W. Small. Sq. 16mo., cloth gilt extra, 28. 6d. 

** The most humorous prose poem that we have read for many a day. 

A prettier tale for the coming Christmas season has not, np to 

the present time, come under our notice amongst recently publi^ed 
stones.' * — A thenaum. 

'* A story for children, full of the pathos and intense realism that 
arc characteristic of the author's more important works. The talc, 
simple and touching, is well and effectively told. It will doubtless be 
wolf received by those for whom it is written." — Imperial Review. 
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